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| Dr THE 2 
DANGER 
IS MAJESTY 


(BEING PRINCE) 
3$CAPED IN THE ROAD AT SAINT ANDER'O. 


T OW had his highneſs bid farewel to Spain, 

And reach d the ſphere of his own. pow't; the 
main ; 

th Britiſh bounty in his ſhip he feafts 

he Heſperian prinees. his amazed gueſts, 

o ſind that wat'ry wilderneſs exceed 

he entertainment of their great Madrid. 

Healths to both kings, attended with the roar 

Of cannons echo'd from thꝰ affrighted ſhore, 

ith loud reſemblance of his thunder, prove 

Bacchus the feed of cloud- compelling Jove: 

While to his harp divine Arion ſings 

he loves, arid conquelts, of our Albion kings. 

Of the fourth Edward was his noble ſong, 

Fierce, goodly, valiant, beautiful and young: 

e rent the crown-from-vanquiſh'd Henry's head; 

Rais'd the white roſe, and trampled on the red: 

' Till love, triumphing o'er the victor's pride, 

Brought Mars and Warwick to the conquer's ſide: 

A t 


2 POE MS UPON 
Neglected Warwick (whoſe bold hand, like fate, 
Gives and reſumes the ſceptre of our ſtate) 

Woos for his maſter; and, with double ſhame, 

Himſelf deluded, mocks the princely dame, 

The lady Bona; whom juſt anger burns, 

And foreign war with civil rage returns 

Ah! ſpire your ſwords, where beauty is to blame , 

Love gave th” affront. and muſt repair the ſame: 

When France ſhall boaſt of her, whoſe conqu'ring eyes 

Have made the beſt of Enylifh hearts their prize; 

Have pow'r to alter the decrees ot fate, 

And change again the counſels of our ſtate. ' 
What the prophetic muſe intends alone 

To him that feels the ſecret wound is known. 

With the ſweet ſound of this harmonious lay 

About the keel delighted dolphins play; 

Too ſure a ſign of ſea's enſuing rage, 

Which mult anon this royal troop engage: 

To whom ſoft ſleep ſeems more ſecure and ſweet, 
Within the town commanded by our fleet 

\- Theſe mighty peers plac'd in the gilded barge, 
Proud with the burden of ſo brave a charge; 
With painted oars the youths begin to ſweep 
Neptune's/ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding deep: 
Which ſoon becomes the ſeat of ſudden war 
Between the wind and tide, that fiercely jar. 

As when a fort of luſty ſhepherds try 

Their force at foot-ball, care of victory 

Makes them ſalute ſo rudely breaſt to breaſt, 
That their encounter ſeems too rough tor jeſt; 


eyes 


* 
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hey ply their feet, and ſtill the reſtleſs ball, 

oſs'd to and fro, is urged by them all: 

o faresthe doubtful barge twixt tide and winds; 

\nd like effect of their contention finds. 

et the bold Britons till ſecurely row'd ; 

harles and his virtue was their ſacred load: 

Than which a greater pledge heav'n could not give, 

hat the good boat this tempeſt ſhould out- live. 
But ſtorms increaſe; and now no hope of grace 

mong them ſhines. ſave in the Prince's face; 

The reſt reſign their courage, ſkill. and fight, 

To danger, horror, and unwelcome night. 

The gentle veſſcl, (wont with ſtate and pride 

n the ſmooth back of ſilver Thames to ride,) 

anders aſtoniſh'd in the angry main, 

Is. Titan's car did, while the golden rein 

ill'd the young hand of his * advent'rous ſon, 

hen the whole world an equal hazard run 

To this of ours, the light of whoſe defire 

aves threaten now, as that was ſcar'd by fire, 

Tb' impatient ſea grows impotent, and raves, 

T bat, night aſſiſting, bis impetuous waves 


ould find reſiſtance from ſo light a thing; 
WI beſe ſurges ruin, thoſe our ſafety bring. 


Th' oppreſſed veſſel doth the charge abide, 
Dnly becauſe aſſail'd on ev'ry fide: 
omen with rage and paſſion ſet on fire, 


rembling for haſte, impeach their mad deſire, 


A 2 
t * Phaeton. 
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His bold Aeneas, on like billows teſt; 


- Diſſolves with fear; and, both his hands upheld, 


In a ſmall ſhallop, fortune in his debt, 


hk POEMS UPON- 
The pale 1berians had expir'd with fear, 
But that their wonder did divert their care; - 
To ſee the Prince with danger mov'd no more, 
Than with the pleaſures of their court before: 
God-like his courage ſeem d, whom nor delight 
Could ſoften, nor the face of death afright : 
Next to the pow r of making tempeſts ceaſe, 
Was in that ſtorm to have ſo calm a peace. 
Great Maro coy'd no greater tempeſt feign, 
When the loud winds uſurping on the main, 
For angry Juno, labour'd.to deſtroy 
The hated reliques of confounded Troy: 


In a tall (hip and all bis country loſt, 


Proclaims them happy whom the Grecks had 7 
In honourable fight : our hero ſet 


So near a hope of crowns and ſceptres, more- 
Than ever Priam, when he flouriſh'd, wore; 
His loins yet full of ungot princes, all 

His glory in the bud, lets nothing fall 

That argues fear : if any thought annoys 
The gallant youth, 'tis love's untaſted joys; 
And dear remembrance of that fatal glance, 


For which he lately pawn'd his heart in France; r* 
Where he had ſeen a brighter nymph, than * ſhe Wobe 
That ſprung out of his preſent foe, the fea. * 


Venus. 


'd 
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t noble ardor, more than mortal fire, 

e conquer'd ocean could not make expire; 

Yr angry Thetis raiſe her waves above 

' heroic Prince's courage, or his love: 

was indignation, and not fear he fel, © 

e ſhrine ſhou'd periſh, where that image dwelt, 
Love forbid? the nobleſt of thy train 

xuld not ſurvive to let her know his pain: 

ho nor his peril minding, nor his flame, 
entertain'd with ſome leſs ſerious game, 

nong the bright nymphs of the Gallic court; 
| highly born, obſequious to her ſport: 

ey roſes-ſeem, which, in their carly pride, 

t half reveal, and half their beauties hide: 

e the glad morning, which her beams does throw 
won their ſmiling leaves, and gilds them ſo; 

ke bright Aurora, whoſe refulgent cay 

rtells the fervor of enſuing day ; 

id warns the ſhepherd with his flocks retreat 

o leaſie ſhadows, from the threaten'd heat. 
From Cupid's ſtriogof many ſhafts that fied, 
ing d with thoſe plumes which noble Fame had ſhed, 
through the wond'ring world ſhe flew, and told 
his adventures, haughty, brave, and bold; 

ae had already touch'd the Royal Maid; 
t-Love's firſt ſummons ſeldom ate obey'd: 

ght was the wound, the Prince's care unknown, 
might not, would not, yet reveal her own, 

s glorious name had ſo poſſeſt her ears, 

Hat with delight thoſe antique tales ſhe hears 


| 
| 


——— ——— — 


And now ſhe views, as on the wall it hung. 


Lord of the ſcene where now his danger lies. 


6 POEMS UPON 
Of Jaſon, Theſeus, and ſuch worthies old, 
As with the ſtory beſt reſemblance hold. 


What old Muſaeus fo divinely ſung : 
Which art with life and love did ſo inſpire, 
That ſhe diſcerns, and favours that deſire, | 
Which there provokes th' advent'rous youth to ſwim, 
And in Leander's danger pities him; 

Whoſe not new love alone, but fortune, ſeeks 
To frame his ſtory like that amorous Greek's. 
For from the ſtern of ſome good ſhip appears 
A friendly light, which moderates their fears: 
New courage from reviving hope they take. 
And climbing o'er the waves, that taper make; 
On which the hope of all their lives depends, 
As his on that fair Hero's hand extends. 

The ſhip at anchor, like a fixed rock, 

Breaks the proud billows which her large ſides knock; 
Whoſe rage reſtrain'd, foaming higher ſwells, | 
And from her port the weary barge repels, 
Threatning to make her. forced out again, 

Repeat the dangers of the troubled main. 

Twice was the cable hurl'd in vain; the fates 

Would not be moved for our ſiſter ſtates: wy 
For England i is the third ſucceſsful throw, inc 
And then the genius of that land they know: 
Whoſe Prince muſt be (as their own books deviſe) 


Well ſung the Roman bard; *' all human things 
' Of deareſt value hang on-flender ſtrings,” _ 
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ee the then ſole hope, and-in deſign 

heav'n our joy, ſupported by a line! 

nich for that inſtant was heav'n's care above, 

e chain that's fixed to the throne of Jove, 

which the fabric of our world depends; 

Wc link diſſolv'd, the whole creation ends. 
1, | 

Of his MaJe$sTY's receiving the news of the 

Duke of BUCKINGHAM's Death. 


o earneſt with thy God! Can no new care, 
No ſenſe of danger interrupt thy pray'r? 
e ſacred wreſtler, till a blefling giv'n, 
its not his hold, but balting conquers heav'n: 
rr was the ſtream of thy devotion ſtop'd, 
hen from the body ſuch a-limb was lop'd, 
to thy preſent ſtate was no leſs maim; 
o thy wiſe choice has ſince repair'd the ſame, 
d Homer durſt not ſo great virtue feign 
his beſt pattern: ot Patroclus ſlain, 
ith ſuch amazement as weak mothers uſe, 
d frantic geſture, he receives the news, 
t fell his darling by thꝰ impartial chance 
war, impos'd by royal Hector's lance? 
inc in full peace, and by a vulgar hand 
brn from thy boſom, left his high command. 
+ The famous painter cou'd allow no place 
r private ſorrow, in a prince's face: 


* 
7 


+ Achilles, Timant bes. 


8 POEMS UPON: 
Yet, that his peace might not exceed belief, + 
He caſt a vail upon ſuppoſed grief. 
Twas want of ſuch a precedent as this, 
Made the old heathen frame their gods amiſs. 
Their Phoebus ſhou'd not act a fonder part 
For the + fair boy, than he did for his hart: 
Nor blame for Hyacinthus? fate his own, 
That kept from him wilh'd death, had'ſt thou bee 
known. 

He that with thine ſhall weigh good David's "PE 
Shall find his pa ſſion, nor his love, exceeds: we 
He curſt the mountains where his brave friend dy d, i 
But let falſe Ziba with his heir divide: 

Where thy immortal love to thy bleſt friends, - 
Like that of heav'n, upon their ſeed deſcends, -- 
Such huge extremes inhabit thy great mind, 
God-like, unmoved; and yet, like woman, kind! 
Which of the antient poets had not brought 
Our Charles's pedigree from heav'n; and taught 
How ſome bright dame, compreſt by mighty Jove, 
Produc'd this mix'd divinity and love? 


To the Kino on his Navy. 


2 58/4 yay con 

Homage to thee, and peace to all ſhe brings: - 
The French, and Spaniard; when thy flags appear,- 
Forget their hatred, and conſent to fear. 


f Gperiſus, 
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Tove from Ida did both hoſts ſurvey, 
| when he pleas'd to thunder part the fray. 
os heretofore in ſeas like ſiſhes ſped, 
mightie{t till upon the ſmalleſt fed t 
du on the deep im poſeſt nobler laws; 
dy that juſtice haſt remov'd the cauſe 
thoſe rude tempeſts, which; for-rapine ſent, 
p oft, alas! inwoly'd the innocent. 
w ſhall thy ocean, as thy Thames, be free 
dm both thoſe-fates, of forms, and piracy. 
we moſt happy, who can fear no fores 
winged troops, or Pegaſean borſe: 
is not ſo hard for greedy foes to ſpoil 
other nation; as to tonch our ſoil. 
buld nature's felf invade the world again, 
d o'er the centre ſpread the liquid main, 
y pow'r were ſafe; and her deſbuttive hand 
du'd but enlarge the bounds of thy command: 
by dreadful fleet would ſty le thee lord of all, 
d ride in triumph o'er the drowned ball: 
doſe tow'rs of oak o'er fertile plains might go, 
q viſit mountains where they once did grow. 
The world's reſtorer once cou'd not endure, 
dat finiſh'd Babel hou'd thoſe men ſecure, 

oſe pride deſigu d that fabric to have ficod 

ove the reach of any ſecond flood: | 
thee his choſen more indulgent, he 
es truſt ſuch pow 'r with ſo much piety, 


"POEMS UPON: 


ON THE TAKING OF SALLE., 


O Jaſon, Theſeus, and ſuch worthies old, 
Light ſeem the tales antiquity has told. 


Such beaſts, and monſters, as their foree oppreſt, tha 
Some places only, and ſome times, infeſt. | con 
Salle that ſcorn'd all pow'r and laws of men, > inj1 
Goods, with their owners, hurrying to their den; 21 
8 And future ages threatning with a rude; oin 
And ſavage race, ſucceſſively renew d: the 
Their king deſpiſing with rebellious pride, r ea 
And foes profeſt to all the world beſide: 
This peſt of mankind gives our hero fame, on 


And thro' th' obliged world dilates his name. 

Ihe prophet once to cruel Agag faid, 
As thy fierce ſword has mothers childleſs made, 
So ſhall the ſword make thine : and with that word 
He hew'd the man in pieces, with his ſword. 
Juſt Charles like meaſure has return'd to theſe, 
Whoſe pagan hands hid Rain'd the troubled ſeas: 
With ſbips: thEy made the ſpoiled merchant mourn; 
With ſhips, their city and themſelves are torn, 


One ſquadron of our winged caſtles ſent be: 
O'erthrew their fort, and all their navy rent: 0 al 
For not content the dangers to increaſe, is 
And act the part of tempeſts in the ſeas; lik 
Like hungry wolves, thoſe pirates from our ſhore fa 


Whole flocks of ſheep and raviſh'd eatile bore. 
Safely they might on other nations prey; 
Fools to provoke the ſoy'reign of the ſea ! 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 11 
Cacus ſo, whom like ill fate perſuades, 
herd of fair Alemena's ſeed invades; 
o for revenge, and mortals glad relief, 
d the dark cave, and eruſh'd that horrid thief. 
orocco's monarch, wondring at this fact, 
that his preſence his affairs exact. 
come in perſon, to have ſeen and known 
injur'd world's revenger, and his own, 
er he. ſends the chief among his peers, 
o in his bark proportion'd preſents bears, 
the renown'd for piety and force, 
r eaptives manumis'd, and matchleſs horſe. 


Ga 


o HIS MAJESTY's REPAIRING OP ST, 
Paul's. 


HAT ſhipwreck ' d veſſel, which th' apoſtle bore, 
Scarce ſuffcr'd more upon Melita's ſhore, ry 

n did his temple in the ſea of time; {4 

nation's glory, and our nation's crime, . 

n the +.firſt monarch of this happy W 

d with the ruin of ſo brave a pile, 

s work of coſt and piety begun, | 

be accompliſh'd by his glorious fon: _ 1 * 

d all that came within the ample thoughe - 

is wiſe fire has to perfection bought. 

like Amphion, makes thoſe quarries lea 

fair figures, from a confus d heap: 


K. James I, 


* 
* 
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«23 PFOEWS VP ON 
For in his art of regiment is found 
A pow'r, like chat of harmony in ſound. | 
Thoſe antique minſtrels ſure were Charles · ix ii 
Cities their haves, and ſubjects hearts their rings; 
On which viabr ſo-divine a hand they ſtrook 
Conſent of motion from their breath they took : 
So, all our-minds with his confpire to grace 
The Gentiles? great apoſtle; and deface 
Thoſe ſtate· obſeuring ſhades, that like a chain 
Secm'd to confine, and fetter him again: 
Which the glad ſaint ſhakes off at his command, 
As once the viper from his ſacred hand. 
So joys the aged oak. when we divide o pr 
The creeping ivy from his injur'd ſide, 10 
Ambition rather would affe&t the fame | 
Of ſome new ſtrufture, to have born her name: 
Two diſtant virtues im one act we find, Ther" 
The modeſty and greatnefs of his mi nd: 
Which not content to be above the rage, 
And injury, ef all im pairing age; 0 ſ. 
In its own worth ſeeure doth higher climb, 
And things half ſwallow'd from the jaws of time 
Reduce: an earneſt of his grand defign, 6 
To frame no new church, but the old refine: ! 
Which, ſpouſe-like, may with eomely grace comma 
More than by force of argument, or hand. 
For, doubtfuF reaſom few can apprehend; 
And war brings ruin, where it ſhon'd amend: 
But beauty, with a bloodleſs conqueſt, finds 
A welcome ſov'reignty in rudeſt minds, 


uma 
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Not ought, which Sheba's wond'ring queen beheld 

mongſt the works of Solomon, excell'd 

is ſhips, and building; emblems of a heart 

arge both in magnanimity, and art. 

hile the propitious heav'ns this work attend, 

Ong wanted ſhowers they forget to ſend: 

s if they meant to make it underſtood 

f more importance, than our vital food, 

he ſun, which riſeth to ſalute the quite 

lready finiſh'd, ſetting ſhall admire 

ow private bounty cou'd ſo far extend : 

he king built all; but Charles, the weſtern end. 

> proud a fabric to devotion giv'n, 

t once it threatens, and obliges, heav'n! 

Laomedon that had the gods in pay, | 

Neptune, with him $ that rules the ſacred day, 

ou'd no ſuch ſtruQure raiſe: Troy wall'd ſo high, 

h* Atrides might as well have forc'd the (ky. 
Glad. though amazed are our neighbour kings, 

o ſee ſuch pow'r employ'd in peaceful things: 

hey liſt not urge it, to the dreadful field; 

he taſk is eaſier to deſtroy, than build. 


i # * * Sic gratia regum 
Pieriis tentata modis. ® HoR Ar. 
Heunec {te Pant ge 
To the Qu = EN. occaſioned upon ſight of her 
_ MajesrT y's Picture | 

/ ELL fare the hand! which to our humble ſight 

Preſents that beauty, which the dazling light 

+ Apolle B + 


| 
y 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Of royal ſplendor hides from weaker eyes: 
And all acceſs, ſave by this art, denies. 
Here only we have courage to behold 
This beam of glory: here we dare unfold 
In numbers thus the wonders we conceive : 
The gracious image, ſeeming to give leave, 
Propitious ſtands; vouchfafing to be ſeen ; 
And by our muſe ſaluted, mighty queen: 

In whom th” extremes of pow'r and beauty move, 
The queen of Britain, and the queen of love! 
As the bright ſun (to which we owe no ſight 
Of equal glory to your beauty's light) 
Is wiſely plac'd in fo ſublime a ſeat, 
T' extend his light, and moderate his heat: 
So, happy 'tis you move in ſuch a ſphere, 
As your high majeſty with awful fear 
In human breaſts might qualify that fire, 
Which kindled by thofe eyes had flamed higher, 
Than when the ſcorched world like hazard run, 
By the approach of the ill-guided ſun. 

No other nymphs have title to men's hearts, 
But as their meanneſs larger hope imparts : 
Your beauty more the fondeſt lover moves 
With admiration, than his private loves ; 

With admiration ! for a pitch ſo high 
(Save ſacred Charles his) never love durſt fly. 
Heav'n, that prefer'd a ſceptre to your hand, 
Favour'd our freedom more than your command: 
Beauty had crown'd you, and you muſt have becn 
The whole world's miſtreſs, other than a queen. 
x | 
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had been rivals, and you might have ſpar d 
kill'd, and tyravniz'd, without a guard. 
pow'r atchiev'd, either by arms or birth, 
uals love's empire, both in heav'n and earth: 
h eyes as yours on Jove himſelf have thrown 
bright, and fierce a lightning, as his on: 
itneſs our Jove, prevented by their flame 
his ſwift paſſage to th'Heſperian dame: 
hen, like a lion, finding, in his way 
o ſome intended ſpoil, a fairer prey; 
e royal youth, purſuing the report 
beauty, found it in the Gallic court: 
here public care with private paſſion fought 
doubtful combat in bis noble thought : 
ould he. confeſs his greatneſs, and his love, 
d the free faith of your + great brother prove; 
ith his f Achates, breaking through the cloud 
that diſguiſe which did their graces ſhroud ; 
d mixing with thoſe gallants at the ball, 
ance with the ladies, and outſhine them all? 
r on his journey o'er the mountains ride 
d, when the fair Leucothoe he eſpy'd, 
o check his ſteeds impatient Phoebus carn'd, 
hough all the world was in his courſe concern'd. 
hat may hereafter her meridian do, | 
hoſe dawning beauty warm'd bis boſom ſo? | | 
| 


Not lo divine a flame, ſince deathleſs gods | 
orbore to viſit the defil'd abodes 


Wt Lewis XIII. X. of France, | D. of Buckingham. | 
: B 2 


8 Dor UÞPOkn 


Of men, in any mortal breaſt did burn; his n 
Nor ſhall, till piety and they return. igh h 
Or THE QUEEN, Wh 

p | H E lark, that ſhuns on lofty boughs to build: duch 
Her humble neſt, lies ſilent in the field: Suck 


But if (the promiſe of a cloudleſs day) 

Aurora ſmiling bids her riſe, and play; 

Then ſtraight ſhe ſhews, twas not for want of voice, 
Or pow'r to climb, ſhe made ſo low a choice: 
Singing ſhe mounts, her airy wings are ſtretch'd 
Tow'rds heav'n, as if from heav'n her note ſhe fetch' 
So we, retiring from the buſy throng, i be 
Uſe to reſtrain th? ambition of our ſong ; er b 
But ſince the light, which now informs our age, 


Breaks from the court, indulgent to her rage; Dn 
Thither my muſe, like bold Prometheus, flies, * 
To light her torch at Gloriana's eyes. (ſoul? ſa 


Thoſe ſov'reign beams, which heal the woundel 
And all our eares, but once beheld, conttoul ! 
There the poor lover, that has long indur'd 
Some proud nymph's ſcorn, of his fond paſſion cur'd, MY a 
Fares like the man, who firſt upon the ground a 
A glow-worm ſpy d; ſuppoſing he had found I 
A moving diamond, a breathing ſtone; 
For life it had, and like thoſe jewels ſhone: ut f 
He held it dear, till, by the ſpringing day 
Inform'd, he threw the worthleſs worm away. 

She ſaves the lover, as we grangrenes ſtay, 


By cutting hope, like a lop'd limb, away: 
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his makes her bleeding paticnts to accuſe 

igh heav'n, and theſe expoſtulations uſe. 

Cou'd nature then no private woman grace, 
Whom we might dare to love, with ſuch a face, 
4 Such a complexion, and ſo radiant eyes, 

Such lovely motion, and ſuch ſharp replies? 
Beyond our reach, and yet within our ſight, 
What envious pow'r bas plac'd this glorious light?” 


ice, Thus, in a ſtarry night, fond children cry 
or the rich ſpangles that adorn the ſky; 
WW bich, tho? they ſhine for ever fixed there, 
chi ith light and influence relieve us here. 


l ber aſſections are to one inclin'd ; 

er bounty and compaſſion, to mankind: 

o whom while ſhe ſo far extends her grace, 

e makes but good the promiſe of her face: 

or mercy has, cou d mercy's ſelf be ſeen, 

o ſweeter look than this propitious Queen. 

h gaurd, and comfort, the diſtreſſed find 

rom her large pow 'r. and from her larger mind, 

hat whom ill fate wou'd ruin, it prefers; 

Por all the miſerable are made hers, 

te fair tree, whereon the eagle builds, 

Por ſhecp from tempeſts, and their ſhepberds, ſhields: 

he royal bird poſſeſſes all the boughs, 

ut ſhed, and ſhelter, to the flock allows. 
Joy of our age, and ſafety of the next! 

or which ſo oft thy fertile womb is vext: 

Nobly contented, for the public good, 

o waſte thy ſpirits, and diffuſe thy blood: 
= 'B3 


ſoul, 


is - FOEMS UPON 
What vaſt hopes may theſe iſlands entertain, 

Where monarchs, thus deſcended, are to reign? 

Led by commanders of ſo fair a line, | 

Our feas no longer ſhall our pow'r confine. 

A brave romance who wou'd exattly frame, 
Firſt brings his knight from ſome immortal dame: 
And then a weapon, and a flaming ſhield, 
Bright as his mother's eyes, he makes him wield: 
None might the mother of Achiltttes be, 

But the f fair pearl, and glory of the ſea: 

The man f to whom great Maro gives ſuch fame, 
From the high bed of heav'nly Venus came: 

And our next Charles, whom all the ſtars defign 
Like wonders to accompliſh, ſprings from thine. 


The ArorLocy of SLEEP, 
For not approaching the Lady, who can do any thin 

but ſleep when ſhe pleaſeth. 

M* charge it is thoſe breaches to repair, 

Which nature takes from ſorrow, toil, and care 

Reſt to the limbs, and quiet I confer 
On troubled minds: but nought can add to her, 
Whom heav'n, and her tranſcendent thoughts, bard 
plac'd' | 
Above thoſe itts, which wretched mortals taſte. 


Bright as tie deathleſs gods, and happy, bo 
From all that may infringe delight is free: 
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e at her royal feet his quiver lays, 
d not his mother with more haſte obeys. 
h real pleaſures, ſuch true joy ſuſpence, 
at dream can I preſent to recompenſe? 
Shou'd [ with lightning fill her awful hand, 
d make the clouds ſeem all at her command: 
place her in Olympus top, a gueſt 
ong the Immortals, who with nectar feaſt : 
dat pow'r wou'd ſeem, that entertainment, ſhort 
the true ſplendor of her preſent court; 
here all-the joys, and all the glories, are 
three great Fingdoms ſever'd from the care, 
that of fumes and humid vapours made, 
cending do the ſeat of fenfe invade, 
d cloud in fo ſerene a man ſion find; 
d over-caſt her ever-ſhining mind: 
hich holds refemblanee with thoſe fpotleſs (ies, 
here flowing Nilus want of ram ſupplies; 


is golden beams, nor wraps his face in clouds. 

t what ſo hard which numbers cannot force? 

d ſtoops the moon, and rivers change their courſe: 
he bold + Maconian made me dare to fteep 
Wpvec's dreadful temples in the dew of ſleep, 

nd ſince the muſes do invoke my pow'r, 

ſhall no more decline that ſacred bow'r, 

here Gloriana their great miſtreſs lies: 


Int geatly taming thoſe viftvrious ryes, 
+ Homer, 


hat cryſtal heav'n, where Phorbos never ſhronds 


/ 
4 
' 


| 
] 
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Charm all her ſenſes ; till the joyful ſun 
Without a rival half his courſe has run: 

Who, while my hand that fairer light confines, 
May boaſt himſelf the brighteſt thing that ſhines. | 


PUERPERIUM, 


Y OU Gods that have the pow's 
To trouble, and compoſe 
All that's beneath your bow'r, 
Calm ſilence on the ſeas, on carth impoſe. 


Fair Venus, in thy ſoft arms 
The god of rage confine ; 
For thy whiſpers are the charms 
Which only can divert his fierce deſign. 


What tho” be frown, and to tumult do incline? 
Thou the flame 
Kindled in his breaſt can'ſt tame, 
With that ſnow which unmelted lies on thine, 


Great goddeſs, give this thy ſacred iſland reſt, 
Make heav'n ſmile, | 
That no ſtorm diſturb us, while 
Thy chief Pon our. n builds her neſt. 


Great Cloriana fair Gloriana! 7 Nen 
Brigbt as high heav'n is, and fertile as earth; d o 
Whoſe beauty relieves us, Mee 


Whoſe royal bed gives un m 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 
Both glory and peace : 
preſent joy, and all our hopes increaſe. 


To the Quzrn-MoTHER of FRANCE, 
upon her Landing. 


Reat Queen of Europe! where thy off. ſpring wears 
All the chief crowns; where princes are thy heirs; 
velcome thou to ſca-girt Britain's ſhore, 
rſt Latona (who fair Cynthia bore) 
Delos was: here ſhines a nymph as bright, 
hee diſclos'd, with like encreaſe of light. 
y was her joy in Belgia confin'd? 
why did you ſo much regard the wind? 
ce cou'd the ocean (tho? enrag'd) have toſt 
y ſov'reign bark, but where the obſequious coaſt 
s tribute to thy bed: Rome's conqu'ring hand 
re vanquiſh'd nations under her command 
rer redue d: glad Berecynthia ſo 
dong her deathleſs progeny did go: 
reath of tow'rs adorn'd her rev'rend head, 
ther of all that on ambroſia fed. 
y god-like race muſt ſway the age to come; 
ſhe Olympus peopled with her womb. 
Wou'd thoſe commanders of mankind obey 
cir honor'd parent; all pretences lay | 
wn at your royal feet; compoſe their jars, 
d on the growing Turk diſcharge theſe wars : 
de Chriſtan knights that ſacred tomb ſhou'd wreſt 
om pagan hands, and triumph o'er the Eaſt: 


ern ee ed aa , nr en 5. re 


22 POEMS UPON *'* 
Our England's Prince, and Gallia's Dauphin, might 
Like young Rinaldo, and Tancredi, fght: 

In ſingle combat by their ſwords again 

The proud Argantes, and fierce Soldan, ſlain; 
Again might we their valiant deeds recite, 

And with your f Tuſcan muſe exalt the fight. 


THE COUNTRY TO MY LADY oF CARLIsL 


N ADAM, of all the ſacred muſe inſpir d. 
Orpheus alone could with the woods comply; 
Their rude inhabitants his ſong admir'd, 
And nature's ſelf, in thoſe that could not lye : 
Your beauty next our ſolitude invades, ' 
And warms us ſhining through the thickeſt ſhades, 


Nor ought the tribute, which-the wondring court 
Pays your fair eyes, prevail with you to ſcorn 
The anſwer, and conſent, to that report, 
Which, echo-like, the esuntry do's return : 
Mirrors are taught to flatter, but our ſprings 
Preſent th' impartial images of things. 


A rural judge diſpos'd of beauty's prize; 
A ſimple ſhepherd was prefer'd to Jove: 
Down to the mountains from the partial ſkies, 
Came Juno, Pallas, and the queen of love, 
To plead for that, which was ſo juſtly giv'n 
To the bright Carliſle of the court of heav'n. 
+ Taſſa. | Paris. 
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life! a name which all our woods are taught, 
Loud as their Amaryllis, to reſound : 

liſle! a name which on the bark is wrought 

Of ev'ry tree, that's worthy of the wound: 

m Phoebus? rage our ſhadows; and our ſtreams, 
y guard us better than from Carliſle's beams. 


right 


x COUNTESS OF CARLISLEIN MOURNING, 


HEN from black clouds no part of ſky is clear; 
But juſt ſo much as lets the ſun appear; 
av'n then would ſeem thy image, and reflect 
oſe ſable veſtments, and that bright aſpect. 
ſpark of virtue by the deepeſt ſhade 
ſad adverſity is fairer made; 1221 
dr leſs advantage doth thy beauty get: 1 * 
t Venus riſing. from a-ſea of jet 
| h was th' appearance of new-formed light, 
hile yet it ſtruggled with eternal night, 
hen mourn no more, leſt thou admit increaſe 
glory, by thy noble lord's deceaſe. 
e find not that the + Jaughter-loving dame 
ourn'd for Anchiſes; 'twas enough ſhe came 
> grace the mortal with her deathleſs bed, 
d that his living eyes ſuch beauty fed; 
ad ſhe been there, untimely joy, through all 
ens hearts diffus'd, had marr'd the funeral. 
hoſe eyes were made to baniſh grief: as well 
ight Phoebus might affect in ſhades to dwell 


181 


Ply; 


1 Venus. 
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As they to put on ſorrow: nothing ſtands, 
But pow'r to grieve, exempt from thy commands. 
If thou lament, thou muſt do ſo alone; 
Grief in thy preſence can lay hold of none, 
Vet (till perſiſt the memory to love 
Of that great Mercury, of our mighty Jove : 
Who. by the pow'r of his enchanting tongue, 
Swords from the hands of threatning monarchs vn 
War he prevenred or ſoon made it ceaſe; 
Inſtructing princes in the arts of peace: 
Such as made Sheba's curious queen reſort 
To the + large hearted Hebrew's famous court, 
Had Homer ſat amongſt his wond'ring gueſts, 
He might have learn'd at thoſe ſtupendous feaſts, 
With greater bounty, and more ſacred ſtate, 
The banquets of the gods to celebrate. 
But oh! what elocution might he uſe, 
What potent charms that could fo ſoon infuſe. 
His abfent maſter's love into the heart 

Of Henrietta! forcing her to part 
From her lov'd brother, country and the ſun; 
And, like Camilla o'er the waves to run 
Into his arms while the Pariſian dames 
Moura for their raviſh'd glory at her flames 
No leſs amaz'd than the amazed ſtars, 
When the bold charmer of Theſſalia wars 
With heav'n itſelf and numbers does repeat, 
Which call deſcending Cynthia from her ſcat. 


7 Solomon. 
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In anſwer to one who writ a Libel againſt the 
Counteſs of CARLISLE. 


HAT fury has provok'd thy wit to dare, 
With Diomede, to wound the queen of love? 

y miſtreſs's envy, or thine own deſpair? 

Not the juſt Pallas in thy breaſt did move 

blind a rage, with ſuch a diff rent fate: 

honour won, where thou baſt purchas'd hate. 


gave aſſiſtance to his Trojan foe; 

ou, that without a rival thou may'ſt love, 

to the beauty of this lady owe; | 
hile after her the gazing world does move. 
ſt thou not be content to love alone? 

is thy miſtreſs not content with one? 


thou not read of fairy Arthur's ſhield, 
Vhich, but diſclos'd, amaz'd the weaker eyes 
proudeſt foes, and won the doubtful field? 
o ſhall thy rebel wit become her prize. 
uld thy lambies ſwell into a book, 
were confuted with one radiant look. 


vin he oblig'd that plac'd her in the ſkies; 
Rewarding Phoebos, for inſpiring ſo 

noble brain, dy likening to thoſe eyes 

is joyful beams: but Phoebus is thy foe; 
d neither aids thy fancy, nor thy ſight ; 

I] thou rhym'ſt againſt ſo fair a light. 


POEMS UPON 


286 
or HER CHAMBER, 
HE taſte of death that do at heav'n arrive; 
But we this paradiſe approach alive. 
Inſtead of death, the dart of love docs ſtrike; 
And renders all within theſe walls alike: 
The high in titles, and the ſhepherd, here 
Forgets his greatneſs. and forgets his fear: 
All ſtand amaz'd and gazing on the fair, 
Loſe thought of what themſelves or others are: 
Ambition loſe . and have no other ſcope, 
Save Carliſle's favor. to imploy their hope. 
The + ſhracian could (tho? all thoſe tales were tru 
The bold Greeks tell) no greater wonders do: 
Before his fret ſo ſhcep and lions lay. | 
Fearleſs. and wrathlefs, while-they heard him play, 
The gay, the wiſe, the gallan , and the grave, 
Subdu'd alike, all but one paſſion have 
No worthy mind but finds in hers there is 
Something proportion'd:to the rule of his: 
While the with chearful, but impartial grace, 
(Zorn for no one bu! to delight the race 
Of mer) like Phoc bus. fo divides her light, © |} 
And warms us, that ſhe ſtoops not from her height. 


To PHYLL!S. 


HyLL1s, 'twas love that injur'd you, 
And on that rock your Thyrſis threw; 


I Orpheun, 


ve; | 


11 
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o for proud Caelia could have dy'd, _ 
ile you no leſs accus'd his pride. 

Fond love his darts at random throws, 
q nothing {prings from what he ſows : 
Wm foes diſcharg'd. as often meet 

e ſhining points of arrows fleet, 

the wide air creating fire ; 

ſouls that join in one deſire. 

Love made the lovely Venus burn 
vain, and for the + cold youth mourn, 
hom the perſuit of churliſh beaſts 
efer'd to ſleeping on her breaſts. | 
Love makes ſo many hearts the prize 
the bright Carliſle's conqu'ring eyes; 
hich ſhe regards no more, than they 

ie tears of leſſer beauties weigh. 

have | ſeen the loſt clouds pour 

to the ſea a uſeleſs ſhow'r; 

d the vex'd ſailors curſe the rain, 

rr which poor ſhepherds pray'd in vain, 
Then, Phyllis, ſince our paſſions are 
overn'd by chance; and not the care, 

it ſport of heav'n, which takes delight 
o look upon this Parthian fight 

love, ſtill flying, or in chaſe, 

ver encount”ring face to face; 

d more to love we'll ſacrifice, 

it to the beſt of deities : 


1 Adanis, 
C2 
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And let our hearts, whleh love disjuin'd, 
By this kind mother be eombin d. 


To my lord of NoxTHUMBERLAND, 
upon the death of his Lady. 


122 great loſs a ſea of tears is due; 
But the whole debt not to be paid by you. 
Charge not yourſelf with all, nor render vain 
Thoſe ſhow'rs, the eyes of us your ſervants rain. 
Shall grief contract the largeneſs of that heart, 
In which nor fear, nor anger, has a part? 
Virtue would bluſh, if time ſhould boaſt {which driet 
Her ſole child dead, the tender mother's eyes) 
Your mind's relief : where reaſon triumphs ſo 
Over all paſſions, that they ne'er cou'd grow 
Beyond their limits in your noble breaſt, 
To harm another, or impeach your reſt. 
This we obſery'd, delighting to obey 
One, who did never from his great ſelf ſtray: 
Whoſe mild example feemed to engage 
Th' obſequious ſeas, and teach them not to rage. 
The brave Aemilius, his great charge laid down, | 
(The force of Rome, and fate of Macedon) | 
In his loſt ſors did feel the cruel ſtroke 
Of changing fortune; and thus highly ſpoke 
Before Rome's people: We did oft implore, 
That if the heav'ns had any bad in ſtore 
For your Aemilius, they wou'd pour that il} 
On his own houſe, and let you flouriſh ſtill.” 


riet 


55 


or which your country's more obliged, than, 
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2u on the barren ſeas, my lord, have ſpent 

hole ſprings; and ſummers to the public lent: 
ſpended all the pleaſures of your life, 

nd ſhorten'd the ſhort joy of ſuch a wife: 


or many lives of old, leſs-happy, men. 

ou, that have facrific'd ſo great a part 

o youth, and private bliſs, ought to impart 

our ſorrow too; and give your friends a right 
s well in your affliction, as delight. 

hen with Aemilian courage bear this croſs, 
ince public perſons only public loſs 

Dught to affeft, And tho” her form, and youth, 
er application to your will, and truth; 

That noble ſweetneſs, and that humble Nate, 
All ſnatch'd away by ſuch a haſty fate!) 

light give excuſe to-any common breaſt, 

ith the huge weight of ſo juſt grief oppreſt: 
let let no portion of your life be ſtain'd 

ich paſſion, but your character maintain'd 

o the laſt act: it is enough her ſtone 

lay honour'd be with ſuperſeription 

Of the ſole lady, who had pow'r to move 

The great Northumberland to grieve, and love. 


To my Loxp ADMIRAL, of his late Sickneſs and 
| | Recovery. 
Wirn joy like ours, the Thracian youth invades 
Orpheus, returning from th? Elyſian ſhades ; 
. C 3 — — F 
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Defert them ſo; and for his ſpouſe's ſake, 


Ihe ladies too. the brighteſt of that time, 


While not from thine alone thy blood retires; 


rere 


Embrace the hero, and his ſtay implore; 1 A 
Make it their public ſuit, he would no more * 


His vaniſh'd love, tempt the Lethean lake: 


(Ambitious all his lofty bed to climb) 

Their doubtful hopes with expectation feed; 

Who ſhall the fair Eurydice ucceed: 

Eurydice! for whom his num'rous moan 

Makes liſt'ning trees, and ſavage mountains groan: 
Thro' all the air his ſounding ſtrings dilate 
Sorrow, like that which tonch'd our hearts of late. 
Your pining ſickneſs, and your reſtleſs pain, 

At once the land aſſecting, and the main: 

When the glad news that you were admiral 

Scarce thro' the nation ſpread, twas fear'd by all 
That our great Charles, whoſe wifdom ſhines in you, 
Would be perplexed how to chuſe a new. 


So more than private was the joy, and grief, dat al 
'That at the worſt it gave our ſouls relief, ith b 
That in our age fuch ſenſe of virtue liv'd ; dP 


They joy'd ſo juſtly, and ſo juſtly griev'd. 
Nature (her faireſt lights eclipſed,) ſeems 
Herſelf to ſaffer in thoſe ſharp extremes: 


But from thoſe cheeks which all the world admires, dd Ic 
The ſtem thus threaten'd, and the ſap in thee, 
Droop all the branches of that noble tree 

Their beauty they, and we our loves fuſpend, =” 
Novght can our wiſhes, fave thy health, inten. 
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lifes over-charg'd with rain, they bend 


| thee within their ſnowy arms, and cry 
s too faultleſs, and too young, to dye. 
ke immortals round about thee they 
that they fright approaching death away, 

o would not languiſh, by ſo fair 's train 

be lamented, and reſtor'd again ? 

thus with-held, what haſty ſoul would go, 
ough to the bleſt? o'er young Adonis fo 

r Venus mourn'd, and with the precious ſhow'y 
her warm tears cheriſh'd the ſpringing flow'r. 
The next ſapport, fair hope of your great name, 
d ſecond pillar of that noble frame, 

loſs of thee would no advantage have, 
| ſtep by ſtep purſue thee to the grave. 

And now, relentleſs fate about to end 

e line. which backward does fo far extend 
dar antique ſtock, which ſtill the world ſupplies 
ith braveſt ſpirits, and with brighteſt eyes; 
d Phoebus interpofing, bid me ſay 


e Neptune. and his { ſea-born Niece, ſhall be 
© ſhiviog glories of the land and ſea : 

ih courage guard, and beauty warm, our age; 
d lovers fill with like poetic rage. 


„ 


TAY, Phoebus, ſtay ! 
The world to which you fly ſo faſt, 
j Venus, 


e peauteous heads, and with high heav'n contend; 


h {forms no more ſhall ſhake that houfe ; but they 


34 POEMS UPON 
Conveying day 
From us to them, can pay your haſte 


With no ſuch object, nor ſalute your riſe | = 

With no ſuch wonder, as de Mornay's eyes. mue 
Well does this prove | 

The error of thoſe antique books, DD 41 


Wich made you move 
About the world: her charming looks 
Would fix your beams, and make it ever day, 
Did not the rowling earth ſnatch her away. wk 


On my Lady DoR or HY SIDNEY 's Picture. 
UCH was Philoclea, and ſuch + Dorus? flame! 
The + matchleſs Sidney that immortal frame 
Of perfect beauty, on two pillars plac'd : 
Not his high fancy could one pattern, grac'd 
With ſuch extremes of excellence, compoſe; he 
Wonders ſo diſtant in one face diſcloſe !- | 
Such chearful modeſty, ſuch humble ſtate, 
Moves certain love; but with as doubtful fate, Yo 
As when, beyond our greedy reach, we ſee 
Inviting fruit on too ſublime a tree. 
All the rich flow'rs through his Arcadia found, 
Amaz'd wee ſee in this one garland bound. 
Had but this copy, (which the artiſt took 
From the fair picture of that noble book) 
Stood at Kalander's, the brave friends had jarr'd; Wk. 
And, rivals made, th' enſuing ſtory marr'd, 
+ Pamela, {4 Sir Philip Sidney, 
* Pyrocles and Muſidorus. 
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nature firſt inſtructed by his thought, 
his own houſe thus practis d what he tapght * 
his glorious piece tranſcends what he could think; 
much his blood is nobler than his ink 1 | 


To Van Drex. 


D ARE artiſan, whoſe pencil moves 
Not our delights alone, but loves! 
om thy ſhop of beauty we 
ves return, that enter'd free. 
he heedleſs lover does not know 
ole eyes they are that wound him ſo : 
t, confounded with thy art, 
quires her name that has his heart. 
nother, who did long refrain, 

s his old wound bleed freſh again, 
ith dear remembrance of that face, 
Vhere now he reads new hope of grace; 

for ſcorn, nor cruelty does find: 
ut gladly ſuffers a falſe wind 
o blow the aſhes of deſpair 
rom the reviving brand of care. 
ool ! that forgets her ſtubborn look. 
his ſoftneſs from thy tinger took. 
range! that thy hand ſhould not inſpire 
he beauty only, but the fire: 
ot the form alone, and grace, 

ut act. and power, of a face. 

Wlay'!t thou yet thyſelt as well, 

Ws all the world beſides, excel+ 


re. 
! 


34 POEMS UP © N- 
So you th” unfeigned truth rehearſe, 
(That I may make it live in verſe) 

Why thou could'ſt not, at one aſſay, 

That face to atter-times convey, 

Which this admires. Was it thy wit 

To make her oft before thee ſit? 
Confeſs, and we'll forgive thee this: 

For who would not repeat that bliſs ? 

And frequent ſight of ſuch a dame 

Buy, with the hazard of his fame ? 

Vet who can tax thy blameleſs (kill, 
Though thy good hand had failed ſtill; 
When nature's ſelf ſo often errs? 

She for this many thouſand years 

Seems to have ptactis d with much care; 
To frame the race of women fair; 

Yer never could a perfect birth 

Produce before; to grace the earth: 
Which waxed old, ere it could ſee 

Her that amaz'd thy art, and thee. 

But now *tis done, O let me know 
Where thoſe immortal colours grow, 

That could this deathleſs piece compoſe 
In lillies? or the fading roſe ? 

No; for this theft thou haſt climb'd high'r, 
Than did Prometheus for his fire. 


At PRENS-Hu xs r. 


AD Dorothea liy'd when mortals made 
Choice of their Deities, this ſacred ſhade 
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ad held an altar to her pow'r, that gave 
he peace; and glory, which theſe alleys have: 
broider'd ſo with flowers where ſhe ſtood, 
hat it became a garden of a wood. 
er preſence has ſuch more than human grace, 
hat it can civilize the rudeſt place: 
nd beauty-too, and order can impart, 

'here nature ne'er intended it, nor art. 

he plants acknowledge this, and her admire, 
o leis than thoſe of old did Orpheus? lyre: 

ſhe ſit down, with tops all tow'rds her bow'd, 
hey round about her into arbors eroud: 
Ir if the walk. in even ranks they ſtand, 
ike ſome well-marſhal'd and obtequious band. 
mphion ſo made ſtones and timber leap 

to fair figures, from a confus'd heap : 

nd in the ſymmetry of her parts is found 
| pow'r, like that of harmony in ſound. 

Ye lofty beeches, tell this matchlefs dame, 

That if together ye fed all one flame, 
t could not equalize the hundredth part, 
Df what her eycs bave kindled in my heart 
o boy, and carve this paſſion on the bark 
Dt yonder tree, which ſtands the ſacred mark 
Df noble Sidney's birth, when ſuch benign, 
Such more than mortal-making ſtars did ſhine ; 
That there they cannot but for ever prove 
he monument, and pledge, of humble love: 
is humble love, whoſe hope ſhall ne'er riſe high'r, 
han for a pardon that he dares admire, 


3 POEMS UPON 


To my Lon D of LII CIS TIA. 


OT that thy trees at Pens-hurſt proan, 
Oppreſſed with their timely load; 
And ſeem to make their ſilent moan, 

That their great Lord is now abroad: 
They to delight his taſte, or eye, | 
Would ſpend themſelves in fruit, and dye. 


Not that thy batmleſs deer repine, 
And think themſelves unjuſtly lain 
By any other hand than thine, : 
Whoſe arrows they would gladly ſtain: 
No, nor thy friends, which bold too dear 
That peace with France, which keeps thee there. 


All theſe are leſs than that great cauſe, 
Which now exacts your preſence here; 
Wherein there meet the divers laws 
Of public, and domeſtic, care. 
For one bright nymph our youth contends, 
And on your prudent choice depends. 


Not the bright ſhield of + Thetis' fon, 
(For which ſuch ſtern debate did riſe, 

That the great Ajax Telamon ; 

| Refuv'd to live without the prize) 


+ Achilles, 
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oſe Achive peers did more engage, 
an ſhe the gallants of our age. 


Wat. beam of beauty, which begun 
ro warm us ſo, when thou wert here, 
pw ſcorches like the raging ſun, 

When Sirius does firſt appear. 

fix this flame; and let deſpair 

deem the reſt from endleſs care ! 


Of the LA * who can ſleep when ſhe pleaſes, 


O wonder fleep from careful lovers flies, 
To bath himſelf in Sachariſh's eyes. 
s fair Aſtraea once from earth to heav'n, 
y ſtrife, and loud impicty, was driven: 
d with our plaints offended, and our tears, 
iſe Somnus to that paradiſe repairs; 
aits on her will, and wretches does forſake, 
o court the nymph, for whom thoſe wretches wake. 
ſore proud than Phoebus of his throne of gold | 
the ſoft god, thoſe ſofter limbs to hold: 
or would exchange with Jove, to hide the ſkies 
dark'ning clouds, the pow'r to cloſe her eyes: 
yes, which ſo far all other lights controul, 
bey warm our mortal parts, but theſe our ſoul ! 
Let her free ſpirit, whoſe unconquer d breaſt 
lolds ſuch deep quiet, and untroubled reſt, 
dow, that tho? Venus, and her ſon, ſhou'd ſpare 
cr rebel heart, and never teach her care; 
'D t 


on 
- 
» 


33} POEMS UPON 
| Yet Hymen may in force his vigils keep; 
And, for another's joy, ſuſpend her ſleep. 


Of the miſ-report of her being painted. int 


| A when a ſort of wolves infeſt the night, 1 

With their wild howlings at fair Cynthia's lig al it 
The noiſe may chaſe ſweet ſlumber from our eyes, 
But never reach the miſtreſs of the ſkies : 


So, with the news of Sachariſſa's wrongs, | arſt, 
Her vexed ſervants blame thoſe envious tongues: he y 
Call Love to witneſs, that no painted fire 'hile 
Can ſcorch-men ſo, or kindle ſuch defire: 40 
While, unconcerned, ſhe ſeems mov'd no more \ the 
With this new malice, than our loves before; ſt di 
But, from the height of her great mind, looks down Wit w! 
On both our paſſions, without ſmile or frown. to h 
So little care of what is done below ho? 1 


Hath the bright dame whom heav'n affecteth ſo! ore | 
Paints her, 'tis true, with the fame hand which ſptei om 


Like glorious colors thro? the flow'ry meads; t onc 
When laviſh nature with her beſt attire 


Cloaths the gay ſpring, the ſeaſon of defire : Tie 
Paints her, 'tis true, and does her cheek adorn, | E 
With the ſame art wherewith ſne paints the morn: 
With the ſame art wherewith ſhe gildeth fo ike I 
Thoſe painted clouds which form Thaumantias' boyWike [ 
Of her paſſing through a croud of people. - | 
S in old Chaos (heav'n with earth confus'd, ech i: 
And ſtars with rocks together crulh'd = crc: 


bruis'd: } 
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e ſun his light no farther could extend 
an the next hill, which on his ſhoulders lean'd : 
in this throng bright Sachariſſa far'd, 
Wpreſs'd by thoſe who ſtrove to be her guard: 
I ſhips, tho! never ſo obſequious, fall 
We WHT tempeſt on their admiral. 
es, ¶ greater favor this diſorder brought 
to her ſervants, than their awful thought 
urſt entertain, when thus compell'd they preft 
he yielding marble of her ſnowy breaſt. 
'hile Love inſults, diſguiſed in the cloud, 
d welcome force, of that unruly croud. 

d th! amorous tree, while yet the air is calm, 

ſt diſtance keeps from his deſired palm: 

dan ut when the wind her raviſh'd branches throws 

to his arms, and mingles all their boughs; 
ho' loth he ſeems her tender leaves to preſs, 
ore loth he is that fiicndly ſtorm ſhould ceaſe; 
om whoſe rude bounty he the double uſe 
t once receives, of pleaſure, and excuſe, 


The Story of Por Bus and DAH E apply'd, 


| | Hyrſis, a youth of the inſpired train, 

Fair Sachariſſa loy'd, but lov'd in vain: 
ike Phoebus ſung the no leſs amorous boy; 
ike Daphne ſhe, as lovely, and as coy ! 
ith numbers he the flying nymph purſues; 
ith numbers ſuch as Phoebus? ſelf might uſe! 
ch is the chaſe, when love and fancy leads, 
er eraggy mountains, and thro' flow'ry meads; 
D 2 


40 POEMS UPON. 
Invok'd to teſtify the lover's cate, 

Or form ſome image of his cruel fair. 
Urg'd with his fury, like a wounded deer, 
O'er theſe he fled; and now approaching near, 
Had reach'd the nymph with his harmonious lay; 
Whom all his charms could not incline to ſtay. 
Yet, what he ſung in his immortal ſtrain, 
Though unſucceſsfull, was not fung in vain: 
All, but the nymph that ſhould redreſs his wrong, W's « 
Attend his paſſion, and approve his ſong. Ane 
Like Phoebus thus, acquiring unſought praiſe, 

He catch · d at love, and fifl'd bis arms with bays, Wt ah 


Fabula Pfoe st et DaPHN ES. 


— juvenis Thyrſis, Phoebique facerdos, Ne 
Ingenti fruſtra Sachariſſae ardebat amore. 
Haud deus ipſe olim Daptini majora canebat ; 
Nec fait afperior Daphne, nec pulchrior illà: 
Carminibus Phoebo dignis premit ille fugacem 
Per rupes, per ſaxa, volans per florida vates 
Paſcua: formoſam nunc his componere nympham, 
Nunc illis cradelem inſani mente ſolebat. 
Avdiit illa procul miſerum, citharamque ſonantem; ¶ W. 
Audiit, at nullis reſpexit mota querelis! 
Ne tamen omnino caneret deſertus, ad alta 
Sidera perculſi referunt nova carmina montes. 
Sic, non quaeſitis cumulatus laudibus, olim 
Elaps a reperit Daphne ſua laurea Phocbus, 
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ay, lovely dream ! where couldſt thou find 

! Shades to counterfeit that face? 

lors of this glorious kind 

„ Come not from any mortal place. 

heav'n itſelf thou ſure wert dreſt 

With that angel-like diſguiſe: 

And ſee my joy with cloſed eyes. 

t ah! this image is too kind 

To be other than a dream: 

vel Sachariſſa's mind 

Never put on that ſweet extreme ! 


air dream if thou intendꝰſt me grace, 
Change that beav'oly face of thine; 
aint deſpis'd love in thy face, 

And make it to appear like mine. 


ale, wan, and meagre let it look, 
With a pity- moviog ſhape ; 

ch as wander by the brook 

Of Lethe, or from graves eſcape. 


hen to that matchleſs nymph appear, 
la whoſe ſhape thou ſhineſt ſo; 
Wftly'in her ſleeping ear, 

Wich bumble words expreſs my woe, 
D 3 
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Perhaps from greatneſs, ſtate, and pride, 
Thus ſurpriſed ſhe may fall: 

Sleep does diſproportion hide, 

And, death reſembling, equals all. 


To Mrs. BRAUGHTON, Servant to 
SACHARI1SSA, ; 


ATR fellow-ſervant! may your gentle ear 
Prove more propitious to my flighted care, 
Than the bright dame's we ſerve: for her relicf 

(Vex'd with the long expreſſions of my grief) 
Receive theſe plaints : nor will her high diſdain 


Forbid my humble muſe to court her train. 


So, in thoſe nations which the ſun adore; 
Some modeſt Perſian, or ſome weak-ey'd Moor, 
No higer dares advance his dazled fight, 

Than to ſome gilded cloud, which near the light 
Of their aſceyding god adorns the caſt, 
And, graced with his beams, out- ſhines the reſt. 

Thy ſkilful hand contributes to our woe, 


And whets thoſe arrows which confound us ſo. 


A thouſand Cupids in thoſe curls do fit, 

{Thoſe curious nets !) thy ſlender fingers knit: 
The Graces put not more exactly on 

TH” attire of Venus, when the ball ſhe won; 
Than Sachariſſa by thy care is dreſs'd, 

When all our youth prefers her to the reſt. 


You the ſoft ſeaſon know, when beſt her mind 


May be to pity, or to love, inclin'd ; 
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ome well-choſen hour ſupply his fear, 
ofe topleſs love durſt never tempt the car 
that ſtern goddeſs : you, her prieſt, declare 
Wt off rings may propitiate the fair: 
| h orient pearl, bright ſtones that ne'er decay, 
poliſh'd lines which longer laſt than they. 
if I thought ſhe took delight in thoſe, 
where the chearful morn do's firſt diſclofe, 
he ſhady night removing with her beams) 
ing'd with bold Jove, I'd fly to fetch ſuch gems, 
t ſince her eyes, her teeth, her lip excels 
| that is found in mines or fiſhes? ſhells ; 
r nobler part as far exceeding theſe, 
dne but immortal gifts her mind ſhould pleaſe, 
e ſhining jewels Greece, and Troy, beſtow'd 
u + Sparta's queen, her lovely neck did load, 
d ſnowy wriſts : but when the town was burn'd, 
oſe fading glories were to aſhes turn'd : 
r beauty too had periſn'd, and her fame, 
ad not the muſe redeem'd them from the flame, 


At PeExs-HursT, 


HIL x in this park I fing, the liſt'ning deer 
| Attend my paſſion, and forget to fear: 
ben to the beeches I report my flame, | 
hey bow their heads, as if they felt the ſame: == 
o gods appealing when I reach their bow'rs 

ich loud complaints, they anſwer me in ſhow'rs, 


+ Helen, 


44 POEMS UPON:- 
To th ce a wild and cruel ſoul is giv'n, | as h 
More deaf than trees, and prouder than the heay'n! 
Love's foe profeſs'd | why doſt thou falſly feign 
Thyſelf a Sidney? from which noble ſtrain 


He ſprung, that could fo far exalt the name cru 
Of Love, and warm our nation with his flame; es fi 
That all we can of love, or high deſire, a fr 
Secms but the ſmoke of amorous Sidney's fire. mile 
Nor call her mother, who ſo well does prove 

One breaſt may hold both chaſtity, and love. eſt i 
Never can ſhe, that fo exceeds the ſpring ring 
In joy, and bounty be ſuppos'd to bring t fr 


One ſo deſtructive: to no humane ſtock 

We owe this fierce unkindneſs: but the rock, 
That cloven rock produc'd thee, by whoſe fide 
Nature, to recompence the fatal pride 

Of ſuch ſtern beauty, plac'd thoſe + healing ſprings; MWEovuld 
Which not more help, than that deſtruction brings. 
Thy heart no ruder than the rugged tone, 


I might, like Orpheus, with my num'rous moan rom 
Melt to compaſſion : now, my trait'rous ſong 

With thee conſpires, to do the ſinger wrong: et, 
While thus I ſuffer not myſelf to loſe 

The memory of what augments my woes: The 
But with my own breath ſtill foment the fire, 

Which flames as high as fancy can aſpire! | Wand 


This laſt complaint th' indulgent ears did pierce ho 
Of juſt Apollo, preſident of verſe; 
Highly concerned that the muſe ſhould bring 
Damage to one, whom he had taught to ſing; 
+ Sir Philip Sidney. + Tunbridge wells, 


S 
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us he advis'd me: On yon aged tree 

vn! lang up thy lute, and bie thee to the ſea; 
| hat there with wonders thy diverted mind 
ame truce at leaſt may with this paſſion find. 
cruel nymph! from whom her humble ſwain 
es for relief unto the raging main; 
id from the winds, and tempeſts, does expect 
milder fate, than from her cold negleQ ! 
t there he'll pray, that the unkind may prove 
eſt in her choice; and vows this endleſs love 
rings from no hope of what ſhe can confer, 
t from thoſe gifts which heav'n has heap'd on her, 


To my young Lady Lucy S1DNEY. 


HY came I ſo untimely forth 

Into a world, which, wanting thee, 
ould entertain us with no worth, 

Or ſhadow of felicity ? 

hat time ſhould me ſo far remove 

rom that which I was born. to love ! 


et, faireſt bloſſom ! do not light 
That age which yon may know ſo ſoon: 
The roſy morn reſigns her light, | 
| And milder glory, to the noon: 

ind then what wonders ſhall you do, 
hoſe dawning beauty warms us ſo? 


Hope waits upon the flow'ry prime; 
And ſummer, though it be leſs goy, 


% "POEMSUPON- 
Yet is not look?d on as a time 
Of declination, or decay: 
For, with a full hand, that does bring 
All that was promis'd by the ſpring. 


To AuoR Er. 


AIR! that you may truly know 
What you unto Thyrſis owe; 
I will tell you how I do 
Sachariſſa love, and you. 

Joy ſalutes me, when I ſet 
My bleſt eyes on Amoret : 

But with wonder I am itrook, 
While T on the other look. 

If ſweet Amoret complains, . 
T have ſenſe of all her pains: 
But for Sachariſſa 1 
Do not only grieve, but die. 

All that of myſelf is mine, 
Lovely Amoret ! is thine, - 
Sachatiſſa's captive fain 
Would untie his iron chain; 

And, thoſe ſcorching beams to ſhun, 
To thy gentle ſhadow run. 

If the ſoul had free election 
To diſpoſe of her affection; 

I wonld not thus long have born 
Haughty Sachariſſa's ſcorn: 
But 'tis ſure ſome pow'r above, 
Which contrauls our wills in love! 
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f not love, a ſtrong defire 
create and ſpread that fire 
my breaſt, ſollieites me, 
uteous Amoret ! for thee, 
'Tis amazement more than love, i 
hich her radiant eyes do move: | 
eſs ſplendor wait on thine, 
t thay ſo benignly ſhine, 
ould turn my dazl'd fight ig 
d behold their milder light, | 
t as hard *tis to deſtroy 
at high flame, as to enjoy: =- 
hich how eas ly I may do, 
av'n (as eas ly ſcal'd) does know 
Amoret! as ſweet and good 
the moſt delicious food, 
hich, but taſted, does impart 
fe and gladneſs to the heart. 
Sachariſſa's beauty's wine, 
ſhich to madneſs doth incline: 
ch a liquor, as no brain 
hat is mortal can ſuſtain. 
Scarce can I to heav'n excuſe 
he devotion, which I uſe 
nto that adored dame: 
or tis not unlike the ſame, 
hich I thither ought to ſend. 
d that if it could take end, 
would to heav'n itſelf be due 
| o ſucceed her, and not you: 


4 


a8 POEMS UPON 
Who already have of me 
All that's not idolatry : 
Which, though not ſo fierce a flame, 
Is longer like to be the ſame. 
Then ſmile on me, and I will prove, 
Wonder is ſhorter-liv'd than love. 


On the friendſhip betwixt SACHARISSA 
and AM oRET. 


ELL me, lovely loving pair ! 
Why ſo kind, and ſo ſevere? 
Why ſo careleſs of our care, 

Only to your ſelves ſo dear? 


By this cunning change of hearts, 
You the pow'r of love controul; 
While the boy's deluded darts 
Can arrive at neither ſoul. 


For in vain to either breaſt 
Still beguiled love does come: 


Where he finds a forcign gueſt; 
Neither of your hearts at home. 


Debtors thus with like deſign, 
When they never mean to pay, 

That they may the law decline, 
To ſome friend make all away. 
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fot the ſilver doves that fly, 
Vrak d in Cytherea's car; 
lot the wings that lift ſo high, 
And convey her ſon fo far; 


re ſo lovely, ſweet, and fair, 
Or do more ennoble love: 

re ſo choicely matech'd a pair, 

dr with more conſent do move. 


TO AMORET, 


TA Mox er, the milky way, 

N Fram'd of many uameleſs ſtars! 

he ſmooth ſtream, where none can ſay, 
He this drop to that prefers! 


moret, my lovely foe! 
Tell me where thy ſtrength does lye? 
here the pow'r that charms us ſo? 

n thy ſoul, or in thy cye? 


By that ſnowy neck alone; 
Or thy grace in motion ſeen ; 
o ſuch wonders cou'd be done: 
Let thy waſte is ſtraight, and clean, 


\s Cupid's ſhaft ; or Hermes? rod; 
d pow'rful too, as either god. 
'E 7 
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XH lovely Amoret, the care 
Of all that know what's good, or fair! 
Ts heav'n become our rival too? 
Had the rich gifts. confer'd on you 
So amply thenee, the common end 
Of giving lovers. to pretend? 
Hence, to this pining ſickneſs (meant 
To weary thee to à conſent 
Of leaving us) no pow'r is ꝑiv'n 
Thy beauties to impair: for heay'n 
Sollicits thee with ſuch a care, 
As roſes from their ſtalks we tear; 
When we would ſtill preſerve them new, 
And freſh, as on the buſh they grew. 
With ſuch a grace you entertain, 
And look with ſuch contempt on pain, 
That languiſhing you conquer more, 
And wouud us deeper than before. 
So lightnings which in ſtorms appear, 
Scorch more than when the ſkies are clear, 
And as pale ſickneſs doe invade 
Your trailer part, the breaches made 
In that fair lodging. till more clear 
Make the bright gueſt, your ſoul, appear. 
So nymphs o'er pathleſs mountains born, 
Their light robes by the brambles torn . 
From their fair limbs, expoſing new 
And unknown beauties to the view 
I 


* 
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following gods, increaſe their flame, 
d haſte, to catch the flying game. 


Upon the death of my Lady Rich. 


A Y thoſe already curſt Eſſexian plains, 
Where haſty death, and pining ſickneſs, reigns, 
ove all a deſert | and none their make ſtay, 
t ſavage beaſts, or men as wild as they! 
ere the fair light, which all our Iſland grac'd, 
ke Hero's taper in the window plac'd, 
h fate from the malignant air did find, 
that expoſed to the boiſt'rous wind, 
Ah cruel heav'n! to ſnatch ſo ſoon away 
Ter, for whoſe life had we had time to pray, 
With thouſand vows, and tears, we ſhould have ſought 
What fad decree's ſuſpenſion to have wrovght, 
K: we, alas, no whiſper of her pain 
ard, till *twas fin to wiſh her here again. 
hat horrid word at once, like lighining ſpread, 
ok all our ears, The Lady Rich is dead! 
eart-rending news! and dreadful to thoſe few 
do her reſemble, and her ſteps purſue : 
What death ſhould licenſe have to rage among 
Ihe fair, the wiſe, the virtuous, and the young! 
= The t Paphian Queen from that fierce battle born, 
With goared hand, and veil ſo rudely torn, 
e terror did among th' Immortals breed; 
Maght by her wound that Goddeſſes may bleed. 
E 2 
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All ſtand amazed ! but beyond the reſt 1 Fair 
Th'+ heroic dame whoſe happy womb ſhe bleſt,, | o fi 
Mov'd with juſt grief, expoſtulates with heaven 
Urging the promiſe to th” obſequious giv'n, 
Of longer life: for ne'er was pious ſoul 


More apt t' obey, more worthy to controul, ith 
A ſkilful eye at once might read the race | way 
as 


Of Caledonian Monarchs in her face, 
And ſweet humility: her look- and mind ons 
At once were lofty, and at once were kind. | 
There dwelt the ſcorn of vice, and pity tas, 
For thoſe that did what ſhe diſdain'd to do: 
So gentle and ſevere, that what was bad 
At once her hatred, and her pardon had. wy 
Gracious to all ; but where her love was due, 
So faſt, ſo faithful, loyal, and ſo true, 
That a bold hand as ſoon might hope to force 
The rowling lights of heav'n, as change her courſe, 
Some happy angel, that beholds her there, 
Inſtruct us to record what ſhe was here! 
And when this cloud of ſorrow's over-blown, 
Through the wide world we'll make her graces know 
So freſh the wound is, and the grief ſo vaſt, 
That all our art, and pow'r of ſpeech, is waſte. 
Here paſſion ſways, but there the muſe ſhall raiſe 
Eternal monuments of louder praiſe. 
There our delight, complying with her fame, 
Shall have occaſion to recite thy name, 


Chriſtian Counteſs of De vonſbire. 
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* Wkaic Sachariſſa— and now only fair! 
Fro ſacred friendſhip we'll an altar rear; 
Such as the Romans did erect of old.) 
Vhere, on a marble pillar, ſhall be told 
he lovely paſſion each to other bare, 
ith the reſemblance of that matchleſs pair. 
Narciſſus to the thing for which he pin'd 
Vas not more like, than yours to her fair mind: 
Save that ſhe grac'd the ſeveral parts of life, 
\ ſpotleſs virgin, and a faultleſs wife: 
uch was the ſweet converſe *twixt her and you, 
Is that ſhe holds with her aſſociates now. 
How falſe is hope, and how regardleſs fate, 
That ſuch a love ſhould have ſo ſhort a date! 
Lately [ faw her ſighing part from thee; 
(alas that that the laſt farewel ſhould be!) 
So look'd Aſtrea, her remove deſign'd, 
On thoſe diſtrefled friends ſhe left behind. 
onſent in virtue knit your hearts ſo faſt, 
hat till the knot, in ſpight of death, does laſt: 
or, as your tears, and ſorrow-wounded ſoul, 
"rove well that on your part this bond is whole: 
So, all we know of what they do above, 
Is, that they happy are, and that they love. 
et dark oblivion, and the hollow grave, 
ontent themſelves our frailer thoughts to have: 
Well choſen love is never taught to die, 
But with our nobler part invades the ſky. 
Then grieye no more, that one ſo heav'nly ſhap'd 
The crooked hand of * age eſcap'd, 
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Rathier, ſiace we beheld her not decay, 

But that ſhe vaniſh'd ſo entire away, 
Her-wond'rous beauty, and her goodneſs, merit 
We ſhould ſuppoſe, that ſome propitious ſpirit 
In that coeleſtial form frequented here; 

And is not dead, but ceaſes to appear. 


The Battle of the SUMMER-ISLANDS, 
EANTO L 


What fruits they have, and how heav'n ſmiles 
Upon thoſe late-diſcover'd iſles. 


=” me, Bellona! while the dreadful fight 
Betwixt a nation, and two whalcs, I write: 

Seas ſtain'd with goar 1 fing, advent'rous toil! 

And how theſe monſters did diſarm an iſle. 
Bermuda wall'd with rocks who does not know ? 

That happy ifland ! where huge lemons grow; 

And Orange trees, which golden fruit do bear; 

Th' Heſperian garden boaſts of none ſo fair: 

Where ſhining pearl, coral, and many a pound, 

| On the rich ſhore, of amber-grise is found. 

_ Thc lofty cedar, which to heav'n aſpires, 

| 
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The prince of trees! is fewel for their fires: 
The ſmoke, by which their loaded ſpits do turn, 
For incenſe might on ſacred altars burn: 
Their private roofs on od'rous timber born, 
Such as might palaces for kings adorn, 
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ſweet palmitoes a new Bacchus yield, 

h leaves as ample as the broadeſt ſhield: 
er the ſhadow of whoſe friendly boughs 
y ſit, carowſing where their liquor grows, 
there unplanted thro? the fields do grow, 
as fierce Cato did the Romans ſhow ; 

h the rare fruit inviting them to ſpoit 
thage, the miſtreſs of ſo rich a ſoil. 

naked rocks are not unfruirful there, 

, at ſome conſtant ſeaſons ev'ry year, 

cir barren tops with luſcious food abound; 


ſbacco is the worſt of things, which they 
Engliſh landlords, as their tribute, pay. © 
h is the mould, that the bleſt tenant feeds 
precious fruits, and pays his rent in- weeds, 
th candy 'd plantains, and the juicy pine, 


choiceſt melons, and ſweet grapes, they dine: 


d with potatoes fat their wanton ſwine. 
ture theſe cates with ſuch a lavith hand 
rs out among them, that our coarſer land 
es of that bounty ; and does cloth returo, 


r the kind ſpring, which bnt ſalutes us here, 
abits there, and courts them all the year: 


once they promiſe, what at once they pive, 
ſweet the air, ſo moderate the clime; 
Pne lickly lives, or dies before his time, 


| with the eggs of various fowls are crown'd, 


hich not for warmth, but ornament, is worn: 


de fruits, and bloſſoms, on the ſame trees live 


$$ 
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Heav'n ſure has kept this ſpot of earth uncurſt, 
To ſhew how all things were created firſt. 

The tardy plants in our cold orchards plac'd 
Reſerve their fruit for the next age's taſte : 
There, a ſmall grain, in ſome few months, will be 
A firm, a lofty, and a ſpacious tree. 

The Palma-Cht iſti, and the fair Papa, _ 

Now but a ſeed (preventing nature's law.) 

In half the circle of the haſty year 

Project a ſhade, and lovely fruits do wear. 

And as their trees, in our dull region ſet, 

But faintly grow, and no perfection get; 

So, in this northern tract, our hoarſer throats 
Utter unripe, and ill- conſtrained notes: 

While the ſupporter of the poets ſtyle, 
Phoebus, on them eternally does ſmile. 

Oh! how I long my careleſs limbs to lay 

Under the plantain's ſhade; and all the day 
With amorous airs my fancy entertain; 
Invoke the Muſes, and improve wy vein! 

No paſſion there in my free breaſt ſhould move, 
None but the ſweet, and beſt of paſſions, love. 
There while I ſing, if gentle love be by, 

That tunes my Jute, and winds the ſtrings ſo high; 
With the ſweet ſound of Sachariſſa's name, 

I'll make the liſt 'ning ſavages grow tame, —— 
But while I do theſe pleaſing dreams indite, 
I am diverted from the promis'd fight, 
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CANTO II. 


Of their alarm, and how their foes 
Diſcover'd were, this Canto ſhows. 


HO” rocks ſo high about this iſland rife, 
That well they may the num'rous Turk deſpiſe; 
t is no human fate exempt from fear; | 
kich ſhakes their hearts, while thro? the iſle they hear 
aſting noiſe, as horrid and as loud 
thunder makes, before it breaks the cloud. 
ree days they dread this murmur, e'er they know 
om what blind cauſe th! unwonted ſound may grow: 
length two monſters of unequal ſize, 
ed by the ſhore, a fiſher-man eſpies; 
Vo mighty whales! which ſwelling ſeas had toſt, 
ad left them pris'ners on the rocky coaſt. 
e, as a mountain vaſt ; and with her came-- 
cub, not much inferior to his dam. 
re in a pool among the rocks engag'd. 
hey roar'd, like lions caught in toils, and rag'd. 
he man knew what they were, who heretofore 
ad ſeen the like lie murther'd on the ſhore : 
the wild fury-of ſome tempeſt caſt, 
he fate of ſhips, and ſbipwreck d men, to taſte. 
careleſs dames, whom wine and ſleep betsay 
o frantic dreams, their infants overlay: 
. there ſometimes the raging ocean fails. 


ad her own brood expoſes; when the whales 
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Againſt ſharp rocks, like reeling veſſels, quaſn'd, g chr. 
Tho' huge as mountains, are in pieces daſh'd : 
Along the ſhore their dreadful limbs lie ſcatter'd; 
Like hills with earthquakes ſhaken, torn, and (Hatter! 
Hearts ſure of braſs they had who tempted firſt 
Rude ſeas. that ſpare not what themſelves have nut, 
The welcome news thro? all the nation ſpread, 

To ſudden joy, and hope, converts their dread: 
What lately was their public terror, they 


Beho!d with glad eyes as a certain prey: 82s 
Diipoſe already of th' untzken ſpoil; 

And. as the purchaſe of their future toil, bk « by 
Theſe ſhare the bones, and they divide the oil. 

So was the huntſman by the bear oppreſt, Kd 


Whoſe hide he ſold, — before he caught the beaſt! ; he ſe 

They man their boats, and all their young men n, wi 
With whatſoever may the monſters harm ; 
Pikes, halberts, ſpits, and darts that wound ſo far; 
The tools of peace, and inſtruments of war. 


Now was the time for vigorous lads to ſhow iff i| 
What love, or honor, .could invite them to: nd d 
A goodly theatre! where rocks are round | ith 
With reverend age, and lovely laſſes, round. o 
Such as the Jake which held this dreadful pair, Tt 
Within the bounds of noble Warwick's ſhare: pic 
Warwick's bold earl! than which no title bears ow. 


A greater ſound among our Britiſh peers. | vat 
And worthy he the memory to renew, be 


The fate, and honor, to that title due; a | 
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Shall in another Canto be contain'd, 


CANTO III. 
The bloody fight, ſucceſsleſs toil, 
And how the fiſhes ſack'd the iſle. 
IHE boat, which on the firſt aſſault did go, 


url. 


Strook with a harping- ir'n the younger foe: 


ho. when he felt his ſide ſo rudely goar'd, 
oud, as the ſea that nouriſh'd him, he roar'd. 
a broad bream to pleaſe ſome curious taſte, 
'hile yet alive, in boiling water caſt; 

rd with unwonted heat, he flings about 
Fc ſcorching braſs, and hurls the liquor out: 
1 ES, with the barbed javelin ſtung, he raves; 

d ſcourges with his tail the ſuff*ring waves, 
ke Spenſer's Talus with his iron flail, 

e threatens ruin with his pond'rous tail; 

ſl lving at one ſtroke the batter'd boat, 

nd down the men fall drenched in the moat : 
ith ev'ry fierce encounter they are forc'd 


1 


o quit their boats. and fare like men unhors'd. 
The bigger whale like ſome huge carrack lay, 
hich wanteth ſea- room with her foes to play: 
Wow!ly (he ſwims; and when provok'd ſhe wou'd 


[Vance her tail, her head ſalutes the mud: 
be ſhallow water doth her force infringe, 
d renders yain her tail's impetuous ſwinge: 


hoſe brave adventures have transferr'd his name, 
4 thro? the new world ſpread his growing tame. — 
But how they fought, and what their valor gain'd, 


60 POEMS UPO N 


Tbe ſhining ſteel her tender ſides receive, heir 
And there, like bees, they all their weapons leave, Md © 
This ſees the cub, and does himſelf oppoſe bu v 
Betwixt his cumber'd mother, and her foes: | hus 


With deſp'rate courage he receives her wounds, 
And men, and boats, his aQtive tail confounds, | we 


Their forces join'd the ſeas with billows fill, rot 
And make a tempeſt, tho' the winds be till. ore 

Now would the men with half their hoped prey Me., *! 
Be well content; and wiſh this cub away: aſtes 
Their wiſh they have; he (to direct his dam egle 


Unto the gap thro? which they thither came.) 
Before her ſwims, and quits the hoſtile lake; 
A pris'ner there, but for his mother's ſake. 
She, by the rocks compell'd to ſtay behind, ell 
Is by the vaſtneſs of her bulk confin'd. ; 
They ſhout for joy! and now on her alone 
Their fury falls, and all their darts are thrown, as 
Their lances ſpent, one, bolder than the reſt, 
With his broad ſword provok'd the ſluggiſh beaſt: bro 
Her oily ſide devours both blade and heft: | put, | 
And there his ſteel the bold germudan left. Dr wt 
Courage the reſt from his example take, 
And now they change the colour of che lake: Vhor 
Blood flows in rivers from her wounded ſide, 
As if they would prevent the tardy tide; 
And raiſe the flood to that propitious height, 
As might convey her from this fatal ſtreighbt: 
She ſwims in blood, and blood does ſpouting throv} 
To heay'n, that heay'n mens cruclties might knos 
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heir fixed javelins in her fide ſhe wears, 

d on her back a grove of pikes appears: 

du would have thought, had you the monſter ſeen 
Whus dreſt, ſhe had another iſland been. 

Wozring ſhe tears the air with ſuch a noiſe, 

well reſembled the conſpiring voice 

routed armies, when the field is won; 

o reach the ears of her eſcaped ſon. 

e, tho! a league removed from the foe, 

aſtes to her aid: the + pious Trojan ſo, 

eglecting for Creuſa's life his own, 

eptats the danger of the burning town. 

he men amazed bluſh to ſee the ſeed 

Ff monſters human piety exceed. 

ell proves this kindneſs what the Grecian ſung, 
WF hat love's bright mother from the ocean ſprung, 
heir courage droops, and hopeleſs now they with 
or compoſition with th” unconquer d fiſh: 

o ſhe their weapons would reſtore again, 

hroꝰ rocks they'd he her paſſage to the main, 
put, how inſtructed in each others mind, 

Dr what commerce can men with monſters find? 
ot daring to approach their wounded foe, | 
Vhom her couragious ſon protected ſo; 

They charge their muſquets, and with hot deſire 

f fell revenge, renew the fight with fire: 

tanding aloof, with lead they bruiſe the ſcales, 
nd tear the fleſh of the incenſed whales, 
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But no ſucceſs their fierce endeavours found. 


Nor this way could they give one fatal wound, ev'r 

Now to their fort they are about to ſend, to its 

| For the loud engines which their ifl- defend: tha 
, But what thoſe pieces, fram'd to batter walls, o wh: 
V ould have affected on thoſe mighty whales, akes 


Great Neptune will not have u know, who ſends 
A tide ſo high, that it relieves his friends. 
And thus they parted with exchange ot harms; 


by Much blood the monſters loſt, and they their arms, Nor u. 
5 | to0Pp 
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dare not ſing what you indite; 
Her eyes retuſe 

To read the paſſi n which they write: 

She ſtrikes my lute, bus, it it ſound, 
Threatens to hu: | it on the ground: 

And | no lefs her anger dread, 
Than the poor wretch that teigns him dead, 
While ſome fi-rce lion docs embrace 

His breathleſs corps. and lick his face; | Eact 
Wrap: up in ſilent fear he lies, Com 


Torn ail in pieces it he cries Shot 
His 
OF LOVE. And 


NGER in haſty words, or blows, 
Itſclt diſcharges on our toes : 
And ſorrow too finds ſome relief 

In tears, which wait upon our grief: 

1 
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ev'ry paſſion; but fond love, 

to its own redreſs does move : 

- that alone the wretch inclines 

o what prevents his own defigns ; 

akes him lament, and ſigh, and weep, 

Wilorder'd tremble, fawn and creep; 

Woſtures which render him deſpis'd, 

Vhere he endeavours to be priz d. 

or women, (born to be controu''d,) 

toop to the forward and the bold: 

uffect the haughty, and the proud, 

The gay the trolick. and the loud, 

ho firſt the gen'rous ſteed oppreſt, 

ot kneeling did ſalute the beaſt; 

But with high courage, lite, and force, 

\pproaching, tam'd th? unruly horſe. 

Unwiſely we the witer caſt 

Pity, ſupp>ſing them oporeſt 

ith tyrant's force, whole la is will, 

By which they govern ſpoil and kill: 

Each nymph, but moderately fair, 

Commands with no leſs rigor here. 

Should ſome brave Turk. that walks among 

His twenty laſſes, bright and young; 

And beckons to the willing dame, 

Prefer'd to quench his preſent flame ; 

Behold as many gallants here, 

With modeſt guiſe, and ſilent fear, 

All to one female idol bend : 

While her high pride does ſcarce deſcend 
| F 2 
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To mark their follies; he would ſwear. 
That theſe her guard of eunuchs were; 
And that a more majeſtic queen, 
Or humbler ſlaves, he had not ſeen... 

All this with indignation ſpoke, - 
In vain I ſtruggled with the yoke 
Of mighty Love: that conquꝰ ring look; 
When next beheld, like ligh:ning ſtrook 
My blaſted ſoul; and made me bow, 
Lower than thoſe I pity'd now. 

So the tall ſtag. upon the brink 

Of ſome ſmooth ſtream about to drink, 
Surveying there his armed head, 
With ſhame remembers that he fled 
The ſcorned dogs; reſolves to try 
The combat next; but if their cry 
Invades again his trembling ear, 
He ſtrait reſumes his wonted care; 
Leaves the untaſted ſpring behind, 
And, wing'd with fear, out- flies the u ind. 


ert. 18. 


_' why ſhould we delay 
Pleaſures ſhorter than the day? 

Could we (which we never can!) 

Stretch our lives beyond their ſpan, 

Beauty like a ſhadow flies, 

And our youth before us dies. 

Or, would youth, and beauty, ſtay, 

Love bath wings, and will away. 
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e hath ſwifter wings, than Time: - 
age in love to heav 'n does climb; 
is, that never change their ſtate, 
y oft their love and hate, 
Phyllis! to this truth we owe 

the love betwixt us two : 

not you and I inquire, 
hat has been our paſt deſire : 

what ſhepherds you have ſmil'd, 
what nymphs I have beguil'd : 
ve it to the planets too, 

at we ſhall hereaftex do: 

the joys we now may prove, 

e advice of preſent love. ' 


To my Lord of FALKLAND. 


Rave Holland leads, and with him Falkland goes. 
Who hears this told, and does not ſtrait ſuppoſe 
ſend the Graces, and the Muſes, forth, 

d civilize, and to inſtru, the north? a 

t that theſe ornaments make ſyords leſs ſharp; 
ollo bears as well his bow as harp : 

d tho? he be the patron of that ſpring, 

here in calm peace the ſacred virgins ſing; 

courage had to guard th' invaded throne 

Jove, and caſt the ambitious giants down, 

Ab, noble friend ! with what impatience all 

at know thy worth, and know how prodigal 0 
thy great ſoul thou art, (longing to twiſt 

$ with that ivy, which ſo early kiſsd 

#0 
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Thy youthful temples) with what horror we 
Think on the blind events of war, and thee ? 
To fate expoſing that all-knowing breaſt 
Among the throng, as cheaply as the reſt : 
Where oaks and brambles, (if the corpſe be burn'y) 
Con founded lye, to the ſame aſhes turn'd. 
Some happy wind over the ocean blow 
This tempeſt yet, which frights our iſland ſo! 
Guarded with ſhips, and all the ſea our own, 
Frum heav'n this miſchief-on our heads is thrown, 
in a late dream, the Genius of this land, 
Amaz'd, | ſaw, like the + fair Hebrew ſtand; 
When firſt ſhe felt the twins begin to jar, 
And found her womb the ſcat of civil war, 
Inclin'd to whole relief. and with preſage 
Of better fortune for the preſent age; 
Heav'n ſends, quoth 1, this diſcord for our good; 
To warm, perhaps but not to waſte-our blood: 
To raiſe our drooping ſpirits grown the ſcorn 
Of our proud neighbours ; who e'er long (ball mourn 
he ( Tho? now they joy in onr expected harms) 
We had occaſion to reſume our arms. 
1 


A lion fo with ſelf- provoking ſmart, 
(His rebel tail ſcourging his nobler part,) 
Calls up his courage ; then begins to roar, 
And charge bis foes, who thought him mad befors. 


+ Rehab, 


'd) 


For drinking of Ur ALTHS. 


ET brutes, and vegetals, that cannot think, 
So far as drought, and nature. urges, drink: 
ore indulgent miſtreſs guides our ſp'rits, 
aſon, that dares beyond our appetites: 

- would our care, as well as thirſt, redreſs; 

dd with divinity rewards exceſs; 

ſerted Ariadne, thus tupply'd, 

d perjur'd Theſeus? cruelty deride: 

cchus imbrac'd, from her exalted thought + 
niſh'd the man her paſſion, and bis fault. 
cchus and Phoebus are by Jove ally'd, 

id each by others timely heat ſopply's : 

| that the grapes owe to his ripꝰ ning fires, 

paid in numbers which their juice inſpires, 

ine fills the veins, ard healths are unde: ood, 
o give our friends a title to our blood: 

hb naming me doth warm his courage fo, 
deus for my fake what his bold hand would do. 


8 0 N 6. 


i 
HLoR1s farewel! I now muſt go: 
For it with thee J longer (tay, 
hy cy es prevail upon m. fo, 


I ſhall prove blind, and loſe my way. 


| 
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Fame of thy beauty, and thy youth; 
Among the reſt, me hither brought: 
Finding this fame fall ſhort of truth, 
Made me ſtay longer than I thought, 
| III. 
For I'm engag'd by word, and oath, 
4 ſervant to another's will: 
Yet, for thy love, I'd forfeit both; 
Could I be ſure to keep it ill. 
IV. 
But what aſſurance can I take? 
When thou, foreknowing this abuſe; 
p For ſome more worthy lover's ſake, 
; May'(t leave me with ſo juſt excuſe, 
V. 
For thou-may'ſt ſay, *twas not thy fault 
That thou did(t inconſtant prove; 
Being by my example taught | 
To break thy oath, to mend thy. love. 
| VI. 
No, Chloris, no: I will return, | 
And raiſe thy (tory to that height, 
That ſtrangers ſhall at diſtance burn; 
And ſhe diſtruſt me reprobate. 
| VII. | 
Then ſhall my love this doubt diſplace, 
And gain ſuch truſt, that I may come 
And banquet ſometimes on thy face, 
But make my conſtant meals at home. 
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Of my Lady ISABELLA playing on the lute. 


UC H: moving ſounds, from ſuch a careleſs touch! 
So unconcern'd her ſelf, and we ſo much! 
at art is this, that with ſo little pains 
anſports us thus, and o'er our ſpirits reigns? , 
e trembling ſtrings about her fingers croud, 
d tell their joy for ev'ry kiſs aloud: 
all force there needs to make them tremble ſo; 
uch'd by that hand, who would not tremble too ? 
re Love takes ſtand, and, while (he charms the car, 
pties his quiver on the liſt ning deer: 
ic ſo ſoftens, and diſarms, the mind, 
at not an arrow does reſiſtance find. 
us the fair tyrant celebrates the prize, 
d acts her ſelf the triumph ot her eyes: 
Nero once, with harp in hand, furvey'd 
flaming Rome, and as it burn's he play d. 


Toa Lady ſinging a Song of his compoſing. 


Hloris. yourſelf you ſo excel, 

When you vouchtafe to breath my thonght, 
at, like a ſpirit, with this ſpell 
Of my own teaching | an: caught. 


Wt cagle's fate, and mine are one, 
= hich. on the ſhaft that made him die, 
1 d a feather of his own, 


herewith he wont to ſoar ſo high. 
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Had Echo, with ſo ſweet a grace, 
Narciſſusꝰ loud complaints return'd, 
Not for reflection of his face. 
But of his voice, the boy had burn'd. 


Of Mrs. An b EN. 
Ehold, and liſten, while the fair 


Breaks in ſweet ſounds the willing air: 

And, with her own breath fans the fire 

Which her bright eyes do firſt inſpire. 

What reaſon can that love controul,” 

Which more than one way courts the ſoul? 
So, when a flaſh of light'ning falls 

On our abodes, the danger calls 

For human aid; which hopes the flame- 

To conquer. tho? from heav'n it came 2: 

But, it the winds with that conſpire; 

Men ſtrive not, but deplore the fire. 


Of the marriage of the DWARFS. - 


Eſign. or change, makes others wive; 
Bur nature did this match contrive: 
Eve might as well have Adam fled, 
As ſhe deny 'd her little bed | 
To him, for whom hcav'n ſeem'd to frame, 
And meaſure out, this only dame. 
Thrice happy is that humble pair, 

Beneath the level of all care! 
Over whoſe heads thofe arrows fif 
Of {ad diſtruit, and jealouſy: 
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ared in as high extreme, 
if che world held none but them. 
To him the faireſt nymphs do ſhow 
e moving mountains, top'd with ſnow : 
.ev'ry man a Polypheme : 
sto his Galatea ſcem : | | 
ne may preſume her faith to prove; i 
proffers death that proffers love. 1 
ah Chloris ! that kind nature thus i 
dm all the world had ſever d us: 
ating for ourſelves us two, 
love has me for only, you 


LOTT FAWTEVWVTEL 
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Reading the path to nobler ends, 
A long farewel to love I gave: 0 
ſolv'd my country, and my friends, I 
All that remain'd of me ſhould have. 


d this reſolve no mortal dame, 

ne but thoſe eyes, could have o'erthrown: 
c nymph, I dare not, need not name, 

So high, ſo like herſelf alone. 


Thus the tall oak, which now aſpires 
ove the fear of private fires ; 

Noon, and deſign'd, for nobler uſe, 

Wt to make warm, but build the houſe; 
o' from our meaner flames ſecure, 


lt that which falls from heav'n endure, 
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It 
Ine 
177 
Did: 


From a Cn1LD. 


IIe as in ſome elimes the warmer ſun 
Makes it full ſummer, e'er the ſpring's begu 
And with ripe fruit the bending boughs can load, A 
Before our violets dare look abroad : ; nr 
So, meaſure not by any common uſe, ve 
The early love your brighter eyes produce. aki 
When lately your fair hand in woman's weed | 
Wrap'd my glad head, I wiſh'd me ſo indeed, 
That haſty time might never make me grow 
Out of theſe favors, you aff-rd me now: 

That I might ever ſuch indulgence find; 

Aud you not bluſb, or think yourſelf too kind. 
Who now, I fear, while 1 theſe joys expreſs, 
Begin to think how you may make them leſs : 
The ſound of love makes your ſoft heart afraid, 
And guard itſelf, tho? but a child invade ; 
And innocently at your white breaſt throw 
A dart as white, a ball of new-fall'n ſnow, 


On a G1RDLE, 


HAT, which her ſlender waiſt confin'd, 
Shall now my joyful temples bind: 

No monarch but would give his crown, 

His arms might do what this has done. 
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Tt was my heav'n's extremeſt ſphere, 
The pale which held that loveiy dear: 

y joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 

i Did all within this circle move! 
ga Bl 
. A narrow compaſs! and yet there 
dwelt all that's good, and all that's fair: 
ive me but what this riband bound, 


Ake all the reſt the ſun goes round. 


To the MUTABLE FAIR, 


ERE, Caelia! for thy fake I part 
With all that grew ſo near my heart; 
he paſſion that I had for thee, 
he faith, the love, the conſtaney ! 
And, that I may ſucceſsful prove, 
ransform myſelf to what you love. 
Fool that I was! ſo much to prize 
oſe ſimple virtues you deſpiſe: 
Fool ! that with ſuch dull arrows ſtrove, 
Or hop'd to reach a flying dove. 
For you, that are in motion till, 
Decline our force, and mock our (kill : 
Who, like Don Quixote, do advance 
gainſt a windmill our vain lance. 

Now will I wander thro” the air, 
Mount, make a ſtoop at ev'ry fair; 
And, with a fancy unconfin'd, 
(s lawleſs as the ſea or wind) 
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74 POEMS UPON 
Purſue you whereſoc'er you fly, | 
And with your various thoughts comply. 
The formal ſtars do travel fo, 
As we their names, and courſes, know; 
And he that on their changes looks, 
Would think them govern'd by our books: 
But never were the clouds reduc'd 
To any art : the motion.us'd | 
By thoſe free vapours are ſo light, 
So frequent, that the conquer'd ſight 
Dieſpairs to find the rules that guide 
Thoſe gilded ſhadows as they ſlide. 
And therefore of the ſpacious air 
Jove's royal conſort had the care; 
And by that pow'r did once * 
Declining bold Ixion's rape; 
She, with her own reſemblance, nd 
A ſhining cloud, which he embrac'd. 
Such was that image, ſo it ſmil'd 
With ſeeming kindneſs, which beguil'd 
Your Thyrſis lately, when he thought 
He had his fleeting Caelia caught. 
Twas ſbap'd like her, but, for the fair, 

He fills his arms with yielding air. 
A fate! for which he grie ves the leſs, 
Becauſe the gods had like ſueceſs. 
For in their ſtory, one, we ſee, 
Purſues a nymph, and takes a tree: 
A ſecond, with a lover's haſte, 
Soon overtakes whom he had chac'd; 

I 
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zut ſhe that did a virgin ſeem, 
poſſeſt, appears a wand' ring ſtream : 
or his ſuppoſed love, a third 
ys greedy hold upon a bird; 
Ind ſtands amaz'd, to find his dear 
wild inhabitant of th? air. 
o theſe old tales ſuch nymphs as you 
ive credit, and ſtill make them new; 
he amorous now like wonders find, 
In the ſwift changes of your mind, 

But, Caelia, if you apprehend 
he muſe of your incenſed friend; 
Nor would that he record your blame, 
and make it live, repeat the ſame; 
Again deceive him, and again, 

And then he ſwears he'll not complain, 
For ſtill to be deluded ſo, | 

Is all the pleaſure lovers know; 

Who, like good falk'ners, take delight, 
Not in the quarry, but the flight. 


To FLAVIA. 
. 
1. 
T S not your beauty can ingage 
My wary heart: 
The ſun, in all his pride, and rage, 
Has not that art; 
And yet he ſhines as bright as you, 
It brightneſs could our ſouls ſubdue, 
G 2 
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II. 
Tis not the pretty things you ſay. 
Nor thoſe you write, 
Which can make Thyrſis“ heart your prey: 
For that delight, 
The graces of a well taught mind, 
In ſome of our own ſex we find. 
III. 
No, Flavia; *tis your love I fear; 
| Love's ſureſt darts, 
Thoſe which do ſeldom fail him, are 
Headed with hearts: 
Their very ſhadows make us yield; 
Difſemble well, and win the field. 


The FALL. 


gt E! how the willing earth gave way, 

— To take th' impreſſion where ſhe lay. 
Sec ! how the mould, as loth to leave 
So ſweet a burden, ſtill doth cleave 
Cloſe to the nymph's ſtain'd garment. Here, 
The coming ſpring wou'd firſt appear; 
And all this place with roſes ſtrow, 
If buſy feet would let them grow. 
Here Venus ſmil'd, to fee blind Chance 
Itſelf, before her ſon, advance; 
And a fair image to preſent 
Of what the boy ſo long had meant. 
Twas ſuch a chance as this, made all 
The world. into this order fall: 


us the firſt lovers, on the clay, 
which they were compoſed, lay : 
in their prime, with equal grace, 

the firſt patterns of our race. 
Then bluſh not, fair! or on him frown, 
wonder how you both came down 
touch him, and he'll tremble ſtrait: 
o could. he then ſupport your weight? 
ow could the youth, alas! but bend 
hen his whole heav'n upon him lean'd? 
ought by him amiſs were done, 


was that he let you riſe ſo ſoon, 


* 
Of SrLVIA. 


z UR ſighs are heard, juſt heav'n declares 
The ſenſe it has of lovers cares; 

e that ſo far the reſt out-ſhin'd, 

lvia the fair, while ſhe was kind, 
$ if her frowns impair'd her brow, 

ms only not unhandſome now. 

So when the ſky makes us indure 

A ftorm, itſelf becomes obſcure. 


ence tis that I conceal my flame, 

ding from Flavia's ſelf her name; 

t ſhe, provoking heav'n, ſhould prove 

ow it rewards neglected love. 

tter a thouſand ſuch as 1, 

beir grief untold, ſhouid pine, and die; 
G 3 | 
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Than her bright morning, over-caſt 
With ſullen clouds, ſhould be defac'd.- 


1 on yonder ſwelling buſh, 
Big with many a coming roſe, 
This carly bud began to bluſh, 
And did but half itſelf diſcloſe: 


I pluckt it, tho” no better grown ; 


And now you ſee how full tis blown. 


Still as I did the leaves inſpire, 

With ſuch a@urple light they ſhone, 
As if they had been made of fire, 

And ſpreading ſo, would flame anon: 
All that was meant by air, or ſun, 
To the young flow'r, my breath has done. 


If our looſe breath ſo much can do, 
What may the ſame in forms of love, 
Of pureſt love, and muſic too, 
When Flavia it aſpires to move? 
When that, which life leſs buds perſuades. 
To wax more ſoft, her youth invades ? 


S O N G. 
B hold the brand of beauty toſt! 


zee how the motion does dilate the flame 


Delighted Love his ſpoils does boaſt, 
And triumph in this game, 
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Fire, to no place confin'd, 
both our wonder, and our fear; 
Moving the mind, 
s lightning burled through the air. 


ich heav'n the glory does increaſe 
df all her ſhining lamps, this artful way; 
The ſun in figures, ſuch as theſe, 
oys with the moon to play: 
To the ſweet ſtrains they-advance, 
hich do reſult from their own ſpheres; 
As this nympb's dance 


Moves with the numbers which ſhe hears. 


12 Igmalion's fate revers'd is mine: 
His marble love took fleſb, and blood; 
Al that I worſhipp'd as divine, 
That beauty! now 'tis underſtood, 
Appears to have no more of lite, 
Than that whereof he fram'd his wife. 


As women yet, who apprehend 
Some ſudden cauſe of cauſeleſs fear, 

Although that ſeeming cauſe take end, 
And they behold no danger near, 

A ſhaking thro? their limbs they find, 

Like leaves ſaluted by the wind: 


On the diſcovery of a Lady's Painting, 
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$0, though the beauty do appear that ex 


j No beauty, which amaz'd me ſo; To m 
| : Yet from my breaſt I cannot tear ways n 
k The paſſion, which from thence did grow; Proud 


\ Nor yet out of my fancy raſe uſt 00\ 
The print of that ſuppoſed face. me mc 

A real beauty, though too near, the 

The fond Narciſſus did admire: Make 

I doat on that which is no where; ito yo 

The ſign of beauty feeds my fire; And 

No mortal flame was e'er ſo cruel | bat ye 

As this, which thus ſurvives the fuel! or tha 


=_- To a Lady, from whom he received a 
b | Silver Pen, Hie 


Ab Au! intending to have try'd 
The ſilver favor which you gave, 
In ink the ſhining point I dy'd, 
And drench'd it in the ſable wave: So t] 
When, griev'd to be ſo foully ſlain'd, 
On you it thus to me complain'd, 


Suppoſe you had deſerv'd to take Wit 
From her fair band ſo fair a boon; 
Yet how deſerved I to make 
So ill a change; who ever won 
Immortal praiſe for what I wrote, 
Inſtructed by her noble thought? 
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that expreſſed her commands 
To mighty lords, and princely dames, 


ways moſt welcome to their hands; 
Proud that | would record their names; 
uſt now be taught an humble ſtyle, | 


me meaner beauty to beguile ! 


[, the wronged pen to pleaſe, 

Make it my humble thanks expreſs - 
ito your lady ſnip. in theſe: . 

And now tis forced to confeſs, 
hat your great ſelf did ne'er indite, 
or that, to one more noble, write. 


To CHLORIS. 


Hloris ! ſince firſt our calm of peace 

Was frighted hence, this good we find. 
bur fayors with your fears increaſe, 

And growing miſchiefs make you kind. 


So the fair tree, which ſlill preſerves © 
Her fruit, and ſtate, while no wind blows, - 
ſtorms from that uprightoeſs ſwerves ; 
And the glad earth about her ſtrows 

With treaſure, from her yielding boughs. 


Hile I liſten to thy voice, 
. Chloris! I feel my life decay: 


That pow'rful noiſe 
Calls my fleeting ſoul away. 
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Oh! ſuppreſs that magic ſound; 
Which deſtroys without a wound. 


Peace, Chloris, peace! or ſinging die; 
That together you, and I, 
| To heay'n may go: 
For all we know 
Of what the bleſſed do above * 
Is that they ſing, and that they love. * 


Of Loving at Firſt Sight. 


O T caring to obſerve the wind, 

Or the new ſea explore, yain, 
Snatch'd from myſelf, how far behind Whic 
Already I behold the ſhore! © + ur for 
And 1 

May not a thouſand dangers ſleep * | 
In the ſmooth boſom of this deep? 10 in 
No: 'tis ſo rockleſs, and ſo clear Alrea 
That the rich bottom does appear po lat 
Pav'd all with precious things; not torrs Whi 

From ſhip-wreck'd veſſels, but ws born. | 
| d lat. 
Sweetneſs, truth, and every grace | 
Which time, and uſe, are wont to teach, out v 
The eye may in a moment reach, And 

And read diſtinctiy in her face, J 

| pt vo 
some other nymphs, with — faint, * To 
And pencil ſlow, may Cupidipaint, r if! 
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Ja weak heart in time deſtroy ; 
has a ſtamp, and prints the boy: 
, with a ſingle look, inflame 


e coldeft-breaſt, the rudeſt tame. 
The SELF-BANISH'B, 


T is not that J love you leſs, 

Than when before your feet I lay: 
t, to prevent the ſad increaſe 

bopleſs love, I keep away. 


yain, alas! for every thing, | 
Which I have known belong to you, 

ur form does to my fancy bring. 

And makes my old wounds blecd anew, 


ho in the ſpring, from the new ſun, 
Already has a fever got, 

do late begins thoſe ſhafts to ſhun, 

Which Phocbus thro? his veins has ſhot : 


oo late he would the pain aſſwage, 
And to thick ſhadows does retire: 
out with him he bears the rage, 
And in his tainted blood the fire, 


pt vow'd I have, and never muſt 
Your baniſh'd ſeryant trouble you : 
Ir if I break, you may miſtruſt 

The vow I made—to love you too. 


% POEMS UPON 
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; | G. lovely roſe! 


: 


Tell her that waſtes her time, and me, 
That now ſhe knows, 
When I reſemble her to thee, 
How ſweet, and fair, ſhe ſeems to be. 


Teͤell her that's young, 
And ſhuns to have her graces ſpy d. 
That hadſt thou ſprung 
In deſerts, where no men abide, 
Thou mult have uncommended dyd, 


F Small is the worth 

Of beauty from the light retir'd : 
Bid her come forth, 

Suffer herſelf to be defir'd, 

And not bluſh fo to be admir'd. 


Then die! that ſhe 
The common fate of all things rare 
May read in thee : | 
How ſmall a part of time they ſhare, 
That are ſo wond'rous ſweet, and fair! 


THYRSIS, GALAT EA. 


THYRS18S. 
A lately J on filver Thames did ride, 
Sad Galatea on the bank I ſpy'd: 
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ich was her look as ſorrow taught to ſhine; 

id thus ſhe grac d me with a voice divine. 
GALATEA. 

You that can tune your ſounding ſtrings ſo well, 

bf Ladies beauties, and of love to tell, 

dnce change your note; and let Jour lute report 

he juſteſt grief that ever touch'd the court. 

THYRS1S. 

Fair nymph ! I have in your delights no ſhare; 

or ought to be concerned. in your care: 

ſet would I ſing, if I your ſorraws, knew; 

d to my aid invoke no muſe but you. 

GALATEA. 
Hear then, and let your ſong augment our grief, 
Vhich is ſo great, as not to wiſh relief. 
She that had all which nature gives, or chance; 

hom fortune join'd with virtue to advance 

o all the joys this iſland could afford. 

he greateſt Miſtreſs, and the kindeſt Lord: 

ho with the royal, mixt her noble, blood ; 

d in high grace with Gloriana. ſtood : 

er bounty, ſweetneſs, beauty, goodneſs, ſuch, 

hat none e er thought her happineſs too much: 

d well inclin'd her favors to confer, 

d kind to all, as heav'n had been to her! 

he virgin's part, the mother, and the wife, 

d well ſhe ated in the ſpan of life, 

hat tho' few years (too few alas !) ſhe told, 

ie ſeem'd in all things, but in beauty, old, 

+ 'H 
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As unripe fruit, whoſe verdant ſtalks do cleave 
Cloſe to the tree, which grieves no leſs to leave 
The ſmiling pendent which adorns her ſo, 
And, until autumn, on the bough ſhould grow: 
So ſeem'd her youthful ſoul not cas'ly forc'd, 
Or from ſo fair, ſo ſweet, a ſeat divorc'd. 
Her fate at once did haſty ſeem, and flow ; 
At once too cruel, and unwilling too. 
THYRSs1s. 

Under how hard a law are mortals born! 

Whom now we envy, we anon muſt mourn: 
| What heav'n ſets higheſt, and ſeems moſt to prix 
Is ſoon removed from our wond'ring eyes! 
But ſiuce the + ſiſters did ſo ſoon untwine 
So fair a thread, I'll ſtrive-to picce the line, 
Vouchſafe, ſad nymph! to let me know the dame, 
And to the muſes I'll commend her name: 
Make the wide country echo to your moan, 
The liſt' ning trees, and ſavage mountains, groan: 
What rock's not moved when the death is ſung 
Ot one ſo good, ſo lovely, and fo young? 
GALATEA. 

*Twas Hamilton !—whom I had nam'd before, 

But naming her, grief lets me ſay no more, 


On the Head of a STAG. 


02 we ſome antique hero's ſtrength 
Learn by his lance's weight, and length; 


+ Parcae 
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theſe vaſt beams expreſs the beaſt, 

hoſe ſhady brows alive they dreſt. 

h game, while yet the world was new, 

e mighty Nimrod did purſue. 

hat huntſman of our feeble race, 

dogs, dare ſuch a monſter chaſe ? 

ſembling, with each blow he ſtrikes, 

e charge of a whole troop of pikes. 

fertile head! which ev'ry year 

duld ſach a crop of wonder bear! 

he teeming earth did never bring 

h ſoon, ſo hard, ſo huge a thing: 

hich might it never-have been caſt, 

ach year's growth added to the laſt,) 

heſe lofty branches had ſupply'd 

me, be Earth's bold ſons? prodigious pride: 
eav'n with theſe engines had been ſcal'd, 
hen mountains heap'd on mountains fail'd, 


To a Lady in retirement. 
% NE Es not my love, how Time reſumes 

The glory which he lent theſe flow'rs? 
Though none ſhould taſte of their perfumes, 
Let muſt they live but ſome few hours: 
Time, what we forbear, devours! 
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Had Helen, or th' þ Egyptian Queen, 
Been near ſo thrifty of their graces; 
Thoſe beauties muſt at length have been 
The ſpoil of age, which finds out faces 
In the moſt retired places, 


Should ſome malignant planet bring 
A barren drought, or ceaſeleſs ſhow'r,- 
Upon the autumn, or the ſpring, 
And ſpare us neither fruit, nor flow'r; 
Winter would not'ſtay an hour, 


Could the reſolve of loveꝰs neꝑlect 
Preſerve you from the violation- 

Of coming years, then more reſpect 
Were due to ſo divine a faſhion; 
Nor would I indulge my paſſion. 


The Miſer's Speech; in a Maſque. 


AL Ls of this metal ſlack' d Atlanta's pace, 
And on the + amorous youth beſtow'd the race: 

Venus, (the nymph's mind meaſuring by her own,) 

Whom the rich ſpoils of cities overthrown 

Had proſtrated to Mars, could well adviſe 

Th? advent'rous lover how to gain the prize. 

Nor leſs may Jupiter to gold aſcribe : 

For, when he turn'd himſelf into a bribe, 


} Cleopatra. + Hippomcues. 
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o can blame Danae, or the brazen tow'r, 
hat they withſtood not that almighty ſhow'r ? 
ever till then did love make Jove put on 
form more bright, and nobler than his own: 

for were it juſt, would he reſume that ſhape, 
hat ſlack devotion ſhould his thunder ſcape. 

ET was not revenge for griev'd Apollo's wrong. 
hoſe aſſe's ears on Midas“ temples hung: 

at fond repentance of his happy wiſh; 

cauſe his meat grew metal like his diſh, 
ould Bacchus bliſs me ſo, I'd conſtant hold 

nto my wiſh, and die creating gold, 


Upon BEN. JOHNSON, 


Iren of Poets! Mirror of our age ! 

Which, her whole face beholdiog on thy ſtage, 
eas d, and difpleas'd, with her own faults, indures 
remedy like thoſe whom muſic cures. 
hou haſt alone thoſe various inclinations, 

'hich nature gives to ages, ſexes, nations: 
traced with thy all-reſembling pen, 
hat, what-e'er cuſtom has impos'd on men, 
ill- got habit, (which deforms them ſo, 
bat ſcarce a brother can his brother know) 
repreſented to the wond'ring eyes 
all that ſee, or read, thy comedies. 
ho-ever in thoſe glaſſes looks, may find 
he ſpots return'd, or graces, of his mind: 
d. by the help of ſo divine an art, 
leiſure view, and dreſs, his nobler part. 
W3 
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Narciflos, cozen'd by that flatt'ring well, 
Which nothing could but of his beauty tell, 

Had here. diſcov'ring the deferm'd eſtate 

Of his fond mind, preſerv'd himſelf with hate. 
But virtue tos, as well as vice, is clad 

In fleſh and blood fo well, that Plato had 
Beheld, what his high fancy once embrac'd, 
Virtue with colors, ſpeech, and motion grac'd. 
The ſundry poſtures of thy copious muſe 

Who would expreſs, a thouſand tongues muſt uſe: 
Whoſe fate's no leſs peculiar than thy art; 
For as thou could'ſt all characters impart, 

So none could render thine ; which till eſcapes, 
Like Proteus, in variety of ſhapes: 

Who was, nor this, nor that ; but all we find, 
And all we can iniagine, in mankind. 


On Mr. JohN FLETCHER's Plays. 


Letcher! to thee we do not only owe 

All theſe good plays, but thoſe of others too: 
Thy wit repeated, does ſupport the ſtage; 
Credits the laſt, and entertains this age. 
No worthies, form'd by any mule but thine, 
Could purchaſe robes, to make themſelves fo fine, 
What brave commander is not proud, to ſee 
Thy brave Melantius in his gallantry ? 
Our greateſt ladies love to fee their icorn 
Out-done by thine, in what themſclves have worn; 
Th' impatient widow, e'er the year be done, 


Sees thy Aſpaſia weeping in her gown, 
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I never yet the tragie ſtrain aſſay d. 

peter d by that inimitable + Maid, 

nd, when 1 venture at the comic ſtyle, 

hy Scorrful Lady ſeems to mock my toit. 
Thus has thy muſe at once improv'd, and mar'd; 

Dur ſport in plays, by rendring it too hard! 

80, when a ſort of luſty ſhepherds throw 

he bar by turns, and none the reſt out-go- 

& far, but that the beſt are meas ring caſts, 

heir emulation, and their paſtime laſts: 

But, if ſome brawny yeoman of the guard 

Step in, and toſs the axle-tree a yard, 

Or more, beyond the fartheſt mark, the reſt 

Deſpairing ſtand, their ſport is at the beſt. 


To Mr. GEORGE SANDY s. on his Tranſlation 
of ſome parts of the Bible. 


OW bold a work attempts that pen, 
Which would inrich our vulgar tongue 
With the high raptures of thoſe men, 
Who here with the ſame ſpirit ſung, 
Wherewith they now aſſiſt the choir 
Of angels, who their ſongs admire! 


What-ever thoſe inſpired ſouls 

Were urged to expreſs, did ſhake 
The aged deep, and both the poles; 
Their numerous thunder could awake 


+ The Maid's tragedy. 
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Dull earth, which does with heav'n conſent 
To all they wrote, and all they meant, 


Say, ſacred bard! what could beſtow 
Courage on thee, to ſoar ſo high ? 

Tell me, brave friend! what help'd thee fo 
To ſhake of all mortality? 

To light this torch, thou haſt climb'd high'r 

Than f he who ſtole coeleſtial fire. 


To Mr. HENRY LA Wes who had then newly 
ſet a Song of mine in the Year 1633 


Erſe makes heroic virtue live; 
But you can life to verſes give, 
As when in open air we blow, 
The breath (tho? ſtrainꝰd) ſounds flat and low: 
But if a trumpet take the blaſt, 
It lifts it high, and makes it laſt: 
So in your airs our numbers dreſt, 
Make a ſhrill ſally from the breaſt 
Of nymphs, who ſinging what we pen'd, 
Our paſſions to themſelves commend 
While Love, victorious with thy art, 
Governs at once their voice, and heart. 
Lou, by the help of tune, and time, 
Can make that ſong, which was but rhyme: 
Noy pleading, no man doubts the cauſe ; 
Or queſtions verſes ſet by Lawes, 


4 Prometheus, 
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As a church-window, thick with paint, 
gin a light but dim, and faint: 

> others, with diviſion, hide 

he light of ſenſe, the Poet's pride: 
ut you alone may truly boaſt 

hat not a ſyllable is loſt: 

he writer's, and the ſetter's, {kill 

t once the raviſh'd ears do fill. 

t thoſe who only warble long. 

d gargle in their throats a ſong, 
ntent themſelves with Ut, Re, Miz 
words, and ſenſe, be ſet by thee. 


o Sir WI ILIAM D'AvEnanrT, upon his Two 
Firſt Books of Gon D1BERT, written in 
FRANCE, 


HUS the wiſe Nightingale, that leaves her home? 
Her native wood, when ſtorms and winter come? 
urſuing conſtantly the chearful ſpring, 
0 foreign groves does her old muſic bring. 
The drooping Hebrews baniſh'd barps, unſtrung, 
t Babylon, vpon the willows hung: 
ur's ſounds aloud, and tells us you excel 
0 leſs in courage. than in finging well; 
hile unconcern'd, you let your country know, 
hey have impoveriſh'd themſelves, not you: 
bo, with the Muſe's help, can mock thoſe fates 
hich threaten kingdoms, and diſorder ſtates, 
Ovid, when from Caeſar's rage he fled, 
ae Roman Muſe to Pontus with him led: 
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Where he ſo ſung, that we, thro” pity's glaſs, 
See Nero milder than Auguſtus was, 

Hereafter ſuch, in thy behalf, ſhall be - 

Th' indulgent cenſure of poſterity. 

To baniſh thoſe who with ſuch art can ſing, 

Is a rude crime, which its own curſe doth bring, 
Ages to come ſhall ne*er know how they fought, 
Nor how to love their preſent youth be taught. 
This to thyſelf. Now to thy matchleſs book: 
Wherein thoſe few that can with judgment look, 
May find old love in pure freſh language told; 
Like new- ſtamp'd coin, made out of angel-gold: 
Such truth and love as th' antique world did know, 
In ſuch a ſtile as courts may boaſt of now: 
Which no bold tales of gods or monſters ſwell; 
But human paſſions, ſuch as with us dwell. 

Man is thy theme; his virtue, or his rage; 
Drawn to the life in each elab'rate page. 

Mars, nor Bellona, are not named here; 

But ſuch a Gondibert as both might fear: 
Venus had here, and Hebe, been outſhin'd, 

By thy bright Birtha, and thy Rhodalind, 

Such is thy happy ſkill, and ſuch the odds 
Betwixt thy worthies, and the Grecian gods 
Whoſe deities in vain had here come down, 


Where mortal beauty wears the ſov'reign crown: 


Such as of fleſh compos'd, by fleſh and blood, 
Though not reliſted, may be underſtood, 


To my worthy Friend, Mr, Wa SE, the 


Tranſlator of GxAT1vus, 


T HUS, by the muſic, we may know 
When noble wits a-hunting go, 
Through groves that on Parnaſſus grow, 


The Muſes all the chaſe adorn; 
My friend on Pegaſus is born ; 
And young Apollo-winds the horn, 


Having old Gratius in the wind, 
No pack of critics e'er could find, 
Or he know more of his own mind, 


Here huntſmen with delight may read 
How to chuſe dogs, for ſcent, or ſpeed; 
And how to change, or mend, the breed, 


What arms to uſe, or nets to frame, 
Wild beaſts to combat, or to tame; 
With all the myſt'ries of that game, 


But, worthy friend! the face of was 
In antient times doth differ far, 
From what our fiery battles are. 


Nor is it like, ſince powder known, 
That man, ſo cruel to his own, 


Should ſpare the race of beaſts alone. 
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No quarter now, but with the gun 


Men wait in trees, from ſun to ſun; 
And all is in a moment done. 


And therefore we expect your next 
Should be no comment, but a tcxt ; 
To tell how modern beaſts are vext. 


Thus would I further yet engage 
Your gentle muſe to court the age 
With ſomewhat of your proper rage: 


Since none doth more to Phoebus owe, 
Or in more languages can ſhow 
Thoſe arts, which you ſo early know. 


To his worthy Friend Maſter EVZLYN, upon his 
Tranſlation of LuCRETIUs, 


_ Veretius, (with a ſtork-like fate, 
| Born, and travſlated in a ſtate) 
Comes to proclaim-in Engliſh verſe, 


No monarch rules the univerſe: ben d 
But chance, and atoms, make this All * Li 
In order democratical ; nly L 
| Where bodies freely run their courſe, een 
Without deſign, or fate, or force. ON 
And this in ſuch a train he ſings, id fro 


As if his muſe, with angel's wings, 
Had ſoar'd beyond our outmoſt ſphere, 


-y 
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For his immortal, boundleſs wit, 
To nature does no bounds permit; 
But boldly has remov'd thoſe bars 
Of beav'n, and earth, and ſeas, and ſtars, 
By which they were before ſuppos'd, 
By narrow wits, to be inclos'd; 
Till his free muſe threw down the pale, 
\nd did at once diſpark them all. 
So vaſt this argument did ſeem, 
hat the wiſe author did eſteem 
he Roman language (which was ſpread 
Der the whole world, in triumph led) 
tongue too narrow, to unfold 
be wonders which he would have told, 
his ſpeaks thy glory, noble friend! 
nd Britiſh language does commend :; 
or here, Lucretivs whole we find, 
is words, his muſic, and his mind. 
by art has to our country brought 
Il that he writ, and all he thought. 
"id tranſlated, Virgil too, 
bew id long ſince what our tongue could do: 
or Lucan we, nor Horace ſpar d; 
Pnly Lucretius was too hard, 
ucretius, like a fort, did ſtand 
ntouch'd ; till your victorious hand 
Did from his head this garland bear, 
hich now upon your own you wear, 
garland! made of ſuch new bays, 
nd ſought in ſuch untrodden ways; 
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As no man's temples e'er did crown, 
Save this great author's, and your own, c 


To bis worthy Friend Sir THoMAs HI 
bis Tranſlation of the VENETIAN Triutaph. 
1 


| bs E + winged lions not ſo fierce in fight, * 
As Liberi's hand preſents him to our fight; N 
Nor would his pencil make him half fo fierce, For | 


Or roar ſo loud, as Buſinello's verſe: 
But your tranſlation does all three excel, 
The fight, the piece, and lofty Buſinel, gweet 


As their ſmall gallies may not hold compare 0! 
With our tall ſhips, whoſe ſails employ more air: My: o 
So does th' Italian to your genius vail, 01 
Mov'd with a fuller, and a nobler, gale. 80 los 


Thus, while your muſe ſpreads the Venetian ſtory, N Whie 
You make all Europe emulate her glory : 
| You make them bluſh, weak Venice ſhould defend HII, 
The cauſe of heav'n, while they for words contend; Co 
Shed Chriſtian blood, and populous cities raſe, They 
- Becauſe they're taught to uſe ſome diff*rent phraſe, Ar 
If, liſt'ning to your charms, we could our jars 
Compoſe, and on the Turk diſcharge theſe wars; 
Our Britiſh arms the ſacred tomb might wreſt 
From Pagan hands, and triumph o'er the caſt: 
And then you might our own high deeds recite, 
And with great Taſſo celebrate the fight, 


+ The arms of Venice, 
1 The o 
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CHLORIS and HY LAS, Made to a Saraband. 


„ v CHLORI1S, 
b. | Is, oh Hylas ! why fit we mute, 
Now that each bird ſaluteth the ſpring ? 
ind up the flacken'd ſtrings of thy lute, 
Never canſt thou want matter to ſing: 
For love thy breaſt does fill with ſuch a fire, 
That whatſoe'cr is fair moves thy deſirg. 
| urs. 
gweeteſt! you know, the ſweeteſt of things 
Of various flow'rs the bees do compoſe ; 
Yet no particular taſte it brings 
Of violet, wood-bine, pink, or roſe: 
$0 love the reſult is of all the graces 
J. Which flow from a thouſand ſeveral faces. 
CHLORIS, 
d nls! the birds which chant in this grove, 
nd; Could we but know the language they uſe, 
They would inſtruct us better in love, 
e. And reprehend thy inconſtant muſe: 
For love their breaſts does fill with ſuch a fire. 
+ WH That what they once do chuſe, bounds their deſire. 
HYLAS. 
Chloris! this change the birds do approve, 
Which the warm ſeaſon hither does bring: 
Time from yourſelf does farther remove 
You, than the winter from the gay ſpring : 
She that like lightning ſhin'd while ber face laſted, 
The oak now reſembles which lightning hath blaſted. 
I z 
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In Anſwer of Sir Jo# x SU CKL1NG's Verſes, 


CON. 
m_ hee fond youth,and aſk no more; be wiſe; 
Knowing too much, long ſince loſt paradiſe, 
PRO. 
And, by your knowledge, we ſhould be bereft 
Of all that paradiſe which yet is left. 
CON. 
« The nen! joys thou haſt, thou wouldſt ſhould (till 
_ * Laſt in their pride: and wouldſt not take it ill 
* If rudely from ſweet dreams, and for a toy, 
Thou wak'd? he wakes himfelf that docs enjoy. 
PRO. 
How can ; the} Joy, or hope, which you allow 
Be ſtyled virtuous, and the end not ſo? 
Talk in your ſleep, and ſhadows till admire! 
Tis true, he wakes that feels this real fire; 
But—— to flcep better: for who-e'er drinks deep 
Of this Nepenthe, rocks himſelf aſleep. 
CON. 
* Fruition adds no new wealth, but deſtroys; 
And while it pleaſeth much, yet (till it eloys. 
* Who thinks he ſhould be happier made for that, 
As reas'nably might hope he might grow fat 
* By cating to a ſurfeit: this once paſt, 
What reliſhes? ev'n kiſſes loſe their taſte. 
PRO. 
Bleſſings may be repeated, while they cloy; 
| But ſhall we ſtarve, cauſe ſurfeitings deſtroy? 


ſtill 
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And if fruition did the taſte impair 
ot kiſſes, why ſhould youder happy pair, 
Whoſe joys juſt Hymen warrants all the night, 
Conſume the day too in this leſs delight? 
CON. 
« Urge not *tis neceſſary ; alas! we know 
The homlieſt thing that mankind does, is fo. 
+ The world is of a large extent we ſee, 
And muſt be peopled, children there muſt be. 
go muſt bread too: but ſince there are enough 
Born to that drudgery, what need we plough? 
| PRO. 
I need not plough, ſince what the ſtooping hine 
Gets of my pregnant land, muſt all be mine; 
But in this nobler tillage tis not ſo ; 
For, when Anchiſes did fair Venus know, 
What int'reſt had poor Vulcan in the boy, 
Famous Aeneas, or the preſent joy? 
CON. 
Women enjoy d. whate er before they've been, 
Are like romances read, or ſcenes once ſeen: 
 Fruition dulls, or ſpoils the play, mach more 
* Than if one read, or knew, the plot before. 
PRO. 
Plays, and romances read, and ſeen, do fall 
In our opinions: yet, not ſeen at all, 
Whom would they pleaſe? to an heroic tale 
Would you not liſten, leſt it ſhould grow ſtale? 
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ros FOEMS UP ON. 
% gem 
« 'Tis expectation makes a bleſſing dear; 
_ © Heav'n were not heav'n, if we knew what it were, 
| PRO. 
If 'twere not heav'n, if we knew what it were, 
Tuould not be heav'n to thoſe that now are there. 
CON. 
* And as in proſpects we are there pleas'd moſt, 
* Where ſomething keeps the eye from being loſt, 
And leaves us room to gueſs: fo here, reſtraint 
* Holds up delight, that with exceſs would faint, 
| PRO. 
Reſtraint preſerves the pleaſure we have got, 
But he ne'er has it, that enjoys it not. 
In goodly proſpects, who contracts the ſpace, 
Or takes not all the bounty of the place? 
We wiſh remov'd what ſtandeth in our light, 
And nature blame for limiting our fight: 
Where you ſtand wiſely winking, that the view 
Of the fair proſpect may be always new. 
CON. 
* They, who know all the wealth they have, are poor; urn h 
* He's only rich that cannot tell his ſtore. | 
| PRO. 
Not he, that knows the wealth he has, is poor; 
But he, that dares not touch, nor uſe his ſtore. 


To a Friend, of the differnet Succeſs 
of their Loves. 


| * RICE happy pair! of whom we cannot know 
Which firſt began to love, or loves moſt now: 


ir courſe of paſſion ! where two lovers ſtart, 

4 run together, heart ſtill yok'd with heart: 

ceſsful youth! whom Love has taught the way 

o be victorious, in the firſt eſſay. 

re love's an art beſt praQtiſed at firſt, 

nd where th'experienced ſtill proſper worſt! 

with a diff*rent fate, purſu'd in vain 

he havghty Cac lia; till my juſt difdain 

f her neglect, above that paſſion born, 

l pride to pride oppoſe, and ſcorn to ſcorn, 

ow ſhe relents ; but all too late, to move 

keart directed to a nobler love: 

he ſcales are turn'd, her kindneſs weighs no more 

ow, than my vows, and ſervice, did before. 

o, in ſome well-wrought hangings, you may ſee 

Jow Hector leads, and how the Grecians flee: | 

lere, the fierce Mars his courage ſo inſpires, 

hat with bold hand the Argive fleet he fires: 

t there, from heav'n the blue ey'd virgin falls, 

nd frighted Troy retires within her walls: 

hey that are foremoſt in that bloody race, 

; Nom head anon, and give the conqu'rors chaſe, 
like the chances are of love, and war, 

hat they alone in this diſtinguiſh'd are; 

n love, the victors from the vanquiſh'd fly; 

hey fly that wound, and they purſue that die, 


An AroLoGy for having lov'd before. 


HEY that never had the uſe 
Of the grape's ſurpriſing juice, 
' + Minerva, 
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To the firſt delicious cup 

All their reaſon render up: 
Neither do, nor care to know, 
Whether it be belt or no. 


So, they that are to love inclin'd, 
Sway'd by chance, nor choice, or art 
To the firſt rhat's fair, or kind, 
Make a preſent of their heart: 
' Tis not ſhe that firſt we love, 
But whom dying we approve. 


To man, that was in th' ev'ning made, 
Stars gave the ficſt delight; 

Admiring, in the gloomy ſhade, 
Thoſe little drops of light. 


Then, at Aurora, whoſe fair hand 
Remov'd them from the ſkies, 
He gazing toward the caſt did ſtand, 

She entertain'd his eyes. 


But when the bright ſun did appear, 
All thoſe he gan deſpiſe; 

His wonder was determin'd there, 
And could no higher riſe: 


He neither might, nor wiſh'd to know 
A more refulgent light : 

For that (as mine your beauties now) 
Imploy'd his utmoſt ſight. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


To ZELINDA. 


Aireſt piece of well-form d earth! 

Urge not this your haughty birth: 
he pow'r, which you have o'er us, lyes 
ot in your race, but in your eyes. 
None but a Prince! alas! that voice 
onfines you to a narrow choice. 
ould you no honey vow to taſte, 
ut what the maſter-bees have plac'd 
n compaſs of their cells, how ſmall 
portion to your ſhare would fall? 
or all appear among thoſe few, 
orthy the ſtock from whence they grew: 
The ſap, which at the root is bred 
n trees, thro? all the boughs is ſpread ; 
ut virtues, which in parents ſhine, 
Ake not like progreſs thro? the line. 
Tis not from whom, but where, we live: 
be place does oft thoſe graces give. 

reat Julius, on the mountains bred, 

| flock perhaps, or herd, had led: 

He, that the world ſubdu'd, had been 
ut the beſt wreſtler on the green. 
Tis art, and knowledge, which draw forth 
he hidden ſeeds of native worth: 

bey blow thoſe ſparks, and make them 1iſe 
ito ſuch flames as touch the ſkies, | 


+ Alexander, 


- 


105 


s POEMS UPON 
To the old heroes hence was giv'n 
A pedigree, which reach'd to heav'n : 
Of mortal ſeed they were not held; 
Which other mortals ſo excelld. 

- And beauty too, in ſuch excefs 
As yours, Zclinda ! claims no leſs : 
Smile but on me, and you (hall ſcorn 

- Henceforth to be of Princes born. 

I can deſcribe the ſhady grove, _ 
Where your lov'd mother ſlept with Jove; 
And yet excuſe the faultleſs dame, 
Caught with her ſpouſe's ſhape, and name: 
Thy matchleſs form will credit bring 
To all the wonders I ſhall ſing. 


To my Lady Mox rox on NE w-YEARS-DAY, & 
| the Louvas in PAkiIS. 


Let! 
This 
Whe 
Beco 
. 3 Wbe 
Adam! neu- years may well expect to find Fai 
Welcome from you, to whom they are ſo kind: 110 
Still as they paſs, they court, and ſmile on you; The 
And make your beauty, as themſelves, ſeem new. Wh 
To the fair Villars we Dalkeith prefer; gef 
And faireſt Morton now as much to her: = 
So like the ſun's advance your titles ſhow, * 
Which, as he riſes, does the warmer grow. * 
But thus to ſtile you fair, your ſex's praiſe, Her 
Gives you but myrtle, who may challenge bays: 
From armed foes to bring a * royal prize, 
Shews your brave heart victorious, as your eyes. 


. Henrictta Maria, youngeſt daughter to K. Charles 


„ 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 
it Jodith, marching with the general's. head, 
n give us paſſion when her ſtory's read; 
What may the living do, which brought away 
Tho' a leſs bloody, yet a-nobler prey? 
Who from oar flaming Troy, with a bold hand, 
enatch'd her fair charge, the princeſs, like a brand: 

A brand! preſery'd to warm ſome prince's heart; 
And make whole kingdoms take her + brother's part. 
$ Venus, from prevailing Greeks, did ſhroud 
The | hope of Rome, and fav'd him in a cloud, 

This gallant act may cancel all our rage, 
Begin a better, and abſolve this age. 
Dark ſhades become the portrait of our time ; 
Here weeps misfortune, and there triumphs crime! 
Let him that draws it hide the reſt in night: 
This portion only may indure the light, 
Where the kind nymph, changing her faultleſs ſhape, 
Becomes unhandſome, handſomely to *ſcape, 
When thro? the guards, the river, and the ſea, 
Faith, beauty, wit, and courage, made their way. 
As the brave eagle does with ſorrow ſee 
The foreſt waſted ; and that lofty tree 
Which holds her neſt about to be o'crthrown, 
Before the feathers of her young are grown ; 
She will not leave them, nor ſhe cannot ſay, 
But bears them boldly on her wings away: 
$ fled the dame, and o'er the occan bore 
Her princely burthen to the Gallic ſhore, 


1777 


+ K. charles II. } Aeneas, » 


Ln — 
—_ _ 
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"ON 
Born in the ſtorms of war, this royal fair, 
Produc'd like lightning in tempeſtuous air, 
Tho? now ſhe flies her native iſle, (leſs kind, 
Leſs ſafe for her, than either ſea, or wind!) 


Shall, when the bloſſom of her beauty's blown, 
See her great brother on the Britiſh throne : 

Where peace ſhall ſmile, and no diſpute ariſe, 

But which rules moſt, his ſceptre, or her eyes, D ] 

| ; Mira 

To a fair Lady playing with a Snake, Take 

3 it 

Trange! that ſuch horror, and ſuch grace, =- 

| Should dwell together in one place; H 

A fury's arm, an angel's face! That 

Tis innocence, and youth, which makes Whi 

In Chloris? fancy ſuch miſtakes, A 

To ſtart at love, and play with ſnakes, they 

| +, 4 $0 w 

By this, and by her coldneſs, barr'd, Hel 

Her ſervants have a taſk too hard: Whi 

The tyrant has a double guard! Daz 

\ 

Thrice happy ſnake! that in her ſleeve No 1 


May boldly creep ; we dare not give 
Our «houghts ſo unconfin'd a leave. 


Contented in that neſt of ſnow 
He lies, as he his bliſs did know; 
And to the wood no more would go. 


Tie heed, fair Eve! you do not make 
Another tempter of this ſnake : 
A marble one fo warm'd would ſpeak. 


The NI HT-PI ER, or a Picture drawn in 


the Dark. 


123 which faireſt nymphs difarms, 


Defends us ill from Mira's charms ; 
Mira can lay ber beauty by, 
Take no advantage of the eye; 
Quit all that Lely's art can take, 
And yet a thouſand' captives make. 


Her ſpeech is grac'd with ſweeter ſound, 


Than in another's ſong is found: 
And all her well-plac'd words are darts, 
Which need no light to reach our hearts. 
As the bright ſtars, and milky way, 
Shew'd by the night, are hid by day: 
do we, in that accompliſh'd mind, 
Help'd by the night, new graces find, 
Which, by the ſplendor of her view 
Dazled before, we never Rnew. 

While we converſe with her, we mark 
No want of day, nor think it dark: 
Her ſhining image is a light 
Fixt in our hearts, and conquers night. 

Like jewels to advantage ſet, 
Her beauty by the ſhade does get : 
There, bluſhes, frowns, and cold diſdain, 
All that our paſſion might reſtrain, 
7 X 
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Ts hid, and our indulgent mind 
Preſents the fair idea kind. . 
Yet, friended by the night, we dare Part 
Only in whiſpers tell our care: 
He that on her his bold hand lays 
With Cupid's pointed arrows plays; "= 
They with a touch, (they are ſo keen!) perth 
Wound us unſhot, and ſhe unſeen. | 
All near approaches threaten death, : 
We may be ſhipwreck'd by her breath: fonia 
Love, favor'd once with that ſweet gale, 
Doubles his haſte, and fills his ſail ; Al 
Till he arrive where ſhe muſt prove 
The haven, or the rock, of love. Loſt 
So, we th' Arabian coaſt do know Fate, 
At diſtance, when the ſpices blow; As wi 
By the rich odor taught to ſteer, Up b 


Tho? neither day, nor ſtars appear. * 


none 
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Part of the fourth Book of Vizco1L's Arnis 
tranſlated. 
"Beginning at V 437. 
+ © + © Taleſque miſerrima fetus 
Fertque refertque ſoror.. 
And ending with 
Alnixi torguent ſpumas, et caerula verrunt. V. 383. 


LL this her weeping + ſiſter does repeat 
To the + ſtern man, whom nothing could intreat; 


Loſt were her pray'rs, and fruitleſs were her tears! 
Fate, and great Jove, had ſtop'd his gentle ears. 
As when loud winds a well-grown oak would rend 
Up by the roots, this way, and that, they bend 
His reeling trunk; and with a boiſt'rous ſound 
Featter his leaves, and ſtrew them on the ground: 
He fixed ſtands ; as deep his root doth lie 

Down to the centte, as his top is high: 

No leſs on ev'ry fide the hero preſt, 

Feels love, and pity, ſhake his noble breaſt; 

And down his cheeks tho? fruitleſs tears do roul, 
Unmoy'd remains the purpoſe of his ſoul. 

Then Dido, urged with approaching fate, 

Begins the light of cruel heav'n to hate: 

Her reſolution to diſpatch, and die, 

Confirm'd by many a horrid prodigy! 


t Anna, 1 Aeneas. 
K 2 
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The water, eonſecrate for ſacrifice, 
Appears all black to her amazed eyes: 
The wine to putrid blood converted flows, 
Which from her none, not her own ſiſter, knows, 
| Beſides, there ſtood, as ſacred to her + lord, 
A marble temple which ſhe much ador'd; 
With ſhowy fleeces, and freſh garlands, erown'd: 
Hence ev'ry night proceeds a dreadful ſound; 
Her buſband's voice invites her to his tomb: 
And- diſmal owls preſage the ills to come. 
Beſides, the prophefies of wizards old 
Increas'd her terror, and her fall foretold: 
Scorn'd, and deſerted, to herſelf ſhe ſeems; 
And finds Aeneas cruel in her dreams 

So, to mad Pentheus, double Thebes appears; 
And furies how! in his diſtemper d ears. 
Oreſtes ſo, with like diſtraction toſt, 

Is made to fly his mother's angry ghoſt. 

Now grief, and fury, to their height arrive; 
Death ſhe decrees, and thus does it contrive. 
Her grieved ſiſter, with a chearful grace, 
(Hope well difſembled ſhining in her face) 

She thus deceives. Dear filter ! let us prove 
The cure | have invented for my love. 
Beyond the land of Aethiopia, lies 

The place where Atlas does ſupport the ſkies: 
Hence came an old magician that did keep 
Th' Heſperian fruit, and made the dragon ſlecp: 


+ Sichaeus, 


er potent charms do troubled ſouls relieve, 
nd, where ſhe liſts, makes calmeſt minds to grieve: 
he courſe of rivers, and of heav n, can ſtop, 
ad call trees down from th” airy mountain's top. 
itneſs, ye gods! and thou, my deareſt part! 
w loth I am to tempt this guilty art. 
rect a pile, and on it let us place 
at bed, where I my ruin did embrace: 
Vich all the reliques of our impious gueſt, 
ums, ſpoils, and preſents, let the pile be dreſt; 
The knowing woman thus preſcribes) that we 
y raſe the man out of our memory. 
hus ſpeaks the queen, but hides the fatal end 
or which ſhe doth theſe ſacred rites pretend. 
or worſe effects of grief her ſiſter thought 
ould follow, than Sichaeus murder wrought; 
Therefore obeys her : and now, heaped high 
The cloven oaks, and lofty pines, do lie; 
ung all with wreaths, and flow'ry garlands round; 
by herſelf was her own fun'ral crown'd ! 
pon the Trojan's image lies, 
ind his (harp ſword, wherewith anon ſhe dies. 
They by the altar ſtand, while with looſe hair 
The magic propheteſs begins her pray'r : 
Vn Chaos, Erebus, and all the gods, 
ach in th' infernal ſhades have their abodes, 
he loudly calls; beſprinkling all the room 
With drops, ſuppos'd from Lethe's lake to come. 
te ſeeks the knot which on the forchead grows 
Vt new-foal'd colts, and herbs by moon-light mows. 
K 3 
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Ir FOCEMS UPON 
A cake of leaven in her pious hands 
Holds the devoted queen; and barefoot ſtands: 
One tender foot was bare, the other ſhod, 

Her robe ungirt, invoking ev'ry God, 

And ev'ry pow'r ; if any be above, 
Which takes regard of ill requited love 

Now was the time, when weary mortals ſteep 

Their careful temples in the dew of Sleep: 

On feas, on earth, and all that in them dwell, 
A death- like quiet, and deep ſilence fell: 
But not on Dido! whoſe untamed mind 
Refus'd to be by ſaered night confin'd : 
A double paſſion in her breaſt does move, 
Love, and fierce anger for neglected love. 
Thus ſhe afflifts her foul. what ſhall I do? 
With fate inverted, ſhall} I humbly woo? 
And ſome proud prince, in wild Numidia bors, 
Pray to accept me, and forget my ſcorn ? 
Or, ſhall I with th* ungrateful Trojan go, 
Quit all my ſtate, and wait upon my foe? 
Is not enough, by ſad experience! known 
The perjur'd race of falſe Laomedon ? 
With my Sidonians ſhall I give them chaſe, 
Bands hardly forced from their native place? 
No,—dye! and let this ſword thy fury tame; 
Nought but thy blood can quench this guilty flame. 
Ah ſiſter! vanquiſh'd with my paſſion, thou 

Betray'dſt me firſt, diſpenſing with my vow. 
Had I been conſtant to Sichaeus ſtill, 
And fingle liv d, 1 had not known this ill! 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. . reg: 


guch thoughts torment the queen's inraged breaſt, 
While the Dardanian does ſecurely reſt 
In his tall ſhip, for ſudden flight prepar'd ; 
To whom once more the ſon of Jove appear'd; 
Thus ſeems to ſpeak the youthful deity, 
Voice, hair, and colour, all like Mercury. 
Fair Venus? ſeed ! canſt thou indulge thy fleep, 
Nor better guard in ſuch great danger keep? 
Mad, by neglect to loſe ſo fair a wind! 
F here thy ſhips the purple morning find, 
Thou ſhalt behold this hoſtile harbour ſhine 
With a new fleet, and fires, to ruin thine; . 
She meditates revenge, reſolv'd to dye ; 
Weigh anchor quickly, and her fury fly. 
This ſaid, the god in ſhades of night retir'd. 
Amaz'd Aeneas, with the warning fir'd, 
Shakes of dull fleep, and rouzing up his men, 
Behold! the gods command our flight again: 
Fall to your oars, and all your canvas ſpread: 
What god ſoe'er that thus vouchſafes to lead, 
Ve follow gladly, and thy will obey, 
Aſſiſt us ſtill ſmoothing our happy way, \ 
And make the reſt propitious with that word 
He cuts the cable with his ſhining ſword : 
Thro' all the navy doth like ardor reign, 
. They quit the ſhore, and ruſh into the main: 
Plac'd on their banks, the luſty Trojans ſweep 
Neptune”s ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding deep. 


POEMS UPON. 


” * 
os 
- * 


On the picture of a Fair Youth, taken after 
= he was Dead. | 


A gather'd flowers, while their wounds are ney, 
Look gay, and freſh, as on the ſtalk they grey; 

Torn from the root that nouriſh'd them, a while 

(Not taking notice of their fate)they ſmile; 

And, in the hand which rudely pluck'd them, ſhow 

Fairer than thoſe that to their autumn grow: 

So love, and beauty, (till their viſage grace; 

Death cannot fright them from their wonted place, 

Alive, the hand of crooked age had mar d 

Thoſe lovely features, which eold death has ſpar'd, 
No wonder then he ſped in love ſo well, 

When his high paſſion he had breath to tell; 

When that accompliſh'd ſoul, in this fair frame, 

No bulineſs had, but to perſuade that dame; 

Whoſe mutual love advanc'd the youth ſo high, 

That, but to heav'n, he could no higher fly. 


On a Brede of divers Colors, woven by four 
Ladies 


WWICE twenty ſlender virgin-fingers twine 

This curious web, where all their fancies ſhine; 
As nature them, ſo.they this ſhade have wrought; The 
Soft as their hands, and various as their thought. Wit] 
Not Jauo's bird, when, his fair train dis-ſpread, Your 
He woos the female to his painted bed; Or { 
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o, not the bow, which ſo adorns the ſkies, 
o glorious is, or boaſts ſo many dies. 


L PANEGYRIC to my LoD PROTECTOR, of 
the preſent Greatneſs, and joint Intereſt, of his 
HiGHNESS, and this nation. 


HILE with a ſtrong, yet and a gentle, hand 
You bridle faction, and our hearts command; 

protect us from ourſelves, and from the foe, 

lake us unite, and make us conquer too: 


partial ſpirits ſtill aloud complain: 

kink themſelves injur d that they cannot reign : 
ind own no liberty, but where they may 

ithout controul upon their fellows prey. 


bove the wives as Neptune ſhew'd his face 

o chide the winds, and ſave the Trojan race: 
$0, has your Highneſs, rais'd above the reſt, 
Storms of ambition toſſing us repreſt. 


Your drooping country, torn with civil hate, 
Reſtor'd by you, is made a glorions ſtate ; 

The ſeat of empire, where the Iriſh come, 

And the unwilling Scots, to fetch their doom. 


The ſea's our own: and now, all nations greet, 
Vith bending fails, each veſſel of our fleet : 
Your pow'r extends as far as winds can blow, 
Or ſwelling ſails upon the globe may go. 
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110 POEMS UP ON 
Heav'n (that bath plac'd this iſland to give law, 
To balance Europe, and her ſtates to awe,) 

In this conjunction doth on Britain ſmile; 
The greateſt leader, and the greateſt iſle! 


Whether this portion of the world were rent, 
By the rude ocean, from the continent; 

Or thus created; it was ſure deſign'd 

To be the ſacred refuge of mankind. 


Hither th' oppreſſed ſhall henceforth reſort, 
Juſtice to crave, and ſuccour at your court; 

And then your Highneſs, not for ours alone, 
But for the world's Protector ſhall be known, 


Fame, ſwifter than your winged navy, flies 
Thro' ev'ry land that near the ocean lies; | 
Sounding your name, and telling dreadful news 
To all that piracy, and rapine, uſe. 


With ſuch a chief the meaneſt nation bleſt, 
Might hope to lift her head above the reſt: 
What may be thought impoſſible to do 
By us, embraced by the ſea, and you? 


Lords of the world's great waſte, the ocean, we 
Whole foreſts ſend to reign upon the ſea; 

And ev'ry coaſt may trouble, or relieve : 

But none can viſit us without your leave. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS TIS 
hat none can-at our happy ſeats arrive: 

hile we deſcend at pleaſure, to invade 

he bad with vengeance, and the good to aid, 


dur little world, the image of the great, 

Like that, amidſt the boundleſs ocean ſet, 

of her own growth, hath all that nature craves ; 
ind all that's rare, as tribute from the waves. 


ut to the Nile owes more than to the ſky: 
80, what our earth, and what our heav'n, denies, 
ur ever-conſtant friend, the ſea, ſupplies, 


ie taſte of hot Arabia's ſpice we know, 

Free from the ſcorching ſun that makes it grow: 
ithout the worm, in Perſian ſilks we ſhine; 

id, without, planting, drink of ev'ry vine. 


o dig for wealth we weary not our limbs; 

old, tho' the heavieſt metal, hither ſwims: 

Durs is the harveſt where the Indians mow, 

e plough the deep, and rcap what others ſow, 


ings of the nobleſt kind our own ſoil breeds; 
Stout are our men, and warlike are our ſteeds: 

Rome, tho? her eagle thro' the world had flown, 
uld never make this iſland all her own. 
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Here the third Edward and the Black Prince tos 


| - France-conqu'ring Henry flouriſh'd ; and now you: * 
For whom we ſtay'd as did the Grecian ſtate, ©] 
Till Alexander came to urge their fate. Th 
When for more worlds the Macedonian cry'4, Lik 
He wilt not Thetis in her lap did hide Adv 
Another yet; a world reſerv'd for you, Wh 
To make more great than that he did ſubdue. Nat 

| He ſafely might old troops to battle lead, * 
Againſt th'unwatlike Perſian, and the Mede; To 
| Whoſe haſty flight did, from a bloodleſs field, the 
More ſpoils, than honour, to the victor yield. Rat 


A race unconquer'd, by their clime made bold, 
The Caledonians, arm'd with want, and cold, 
Have, by a fate indulgent to your fame, 
Been from all ages kept for you to tame, 


Whom the old Roman wall ſo ill confin'd, 
With a new chain of garriſons you bind? 

Here foreign gold no more ſhall make them come; 
Our Engliſh iron holds them faſt at home. 


| They, that thenceforth muſt be content to knov 
No warmer region than their hills of ſnow, 

May blame the fan ; but muſt extol your grace, 
Which in our ſenate hath allow'd them place. 
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Prefer'd by conqueſt, happily o'erthrown, 


Falling they riſe, to be with us made one: 
80 kind dictators made, when they came home, 
Their vanqui(h'd foes free citizens of Rome. 


Like favor find the Triſh, with like fate, 

Advanc'd to be a portion of our ſtate : 

While by your valour, and your bounteous mind, 
Nations, divided by the ſea, are join'd. 


Holland, to gain your friendſhip, is content 
To be our out- guard on the continent: 

She from her fellow-provinces would po, 
Rather than hazard to have you her foe, 


In our late fight, when cannons did difluſe, 
Preventing poſts, the- terror, and the news; 

Our neigbbour-princes trembled at their roar 2 
But our conjunction makes them tremble more. 


Your never-failing ſword made war to ceaſe; 
And now you heal us with the acts of peace: 
Our minds with bounty, and with awe, engage, 
Invite affection. and reſtrain our rage. 


Leſs pleaſure take brave minds in battels won, 

Than in reſtoring ſuch as are uncone : 

Tigers have courage, and the rug ed bear, 

But man alone can, whom he conquers, ſpare. 
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To pardon, willing; and to puniſh, loth; 

You ſtrike with one hand, but you heal with both, 
Lifting up all that proſtrate lye, you grieve 

You cannot make the dead again to live. 


When fate, or error, had our age miſ- led, 

And o'er this nation ſuch confuſion ſpread; 

The only cure, which could from heav'n come down, 
Was ſo much pow'r, and piety, in one, | 


One! whoſe extraction from an ancient line 
Gives hope again that well-born men may ſhine: 
The meaneſt, in your nature mild and good; 
The noble, reſt ſecured in your blood. 


Oft have we wonder'd, how you hid in peace 
A mind proportion'd to ſuch things as theſe; 
How ſuch a ruling ſpirit you cou'd reſtrain, 

And practiſe firſt over yourſelf to reign. 


Your private life did a juſt pattern give, 
How fathers, huſbands, pious ſons ſhould live: 
Born to command, your princely virtues ſlept 
Like humble David's, while the flock he kept. 


But when your troubled country call'd you forth, 
Your flaming courage, and your matchleſs worth, 
Dazling the eyes of all that did pretend, 
To fierce contention gave a proſp'rous end. 
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Still as you riſe, the ſtate, exalted too, 

Finds no diſtemper, while 'tis chang'd by you; 
Chang'd like the world's great ſcene | when, without 
The riſiog ſun night's vulgar lights deſtroys. ſnoiſe, 


Had you, ſome ages paſt, this race of glory 
Run, with amazement we ſhould read your ſtory ; 
But living virtue, all atchievements paſt, 


Meets envy (till, to grapple with at laſt, 


This Caeſar found: and that ungrateful age, 
With loſing him, went back to blood and rage: 
Miſtaken Brutus thought to break their yoke, 
But cut the bond of union with that ſtroke. 


That ſun once ſet, a thouſand meaner ſtars 
Gave a dim light to violence, and wars: 
Toſuch a tempeſt, as now threatens all, 
Did not your mighty arm prevent the fall. 


If Rome's great. ſenate could not wield that ſword, 
Which of the conquer'd world had made them lord; 
What hope had ours, while yet their pow'r was new, 
To rule victorious armies, but by you? 


Tou that had taught them to ſubdue their foes, 
Could order teach, and their high ſpirits compoſe: 
Toev'ry duty could their minds engage, 

Provoke their courage, and command their rage, 
L2 
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So, when a lion ſhakes his dreadful mane, 
And angry grows, if he that firſt took pain 


To tame his youth, approach the haughty beaſt, 
He bends to him, but frights away the reſt. 


As the vex'd world, to find repoſe, at laſt 
Itſelf into Auguſtus? arms did caft : 

So England now does, with like toil oppreſt, 
Her weary head upon your boſom reſt, 


Then let the moſes, with ſuch notes as theſe, 
Inſtruct us what belongs unto our peace! 
Your battles they hereafter ſhall indite, 

And draw the image of our Mars in fight: 


Tell of towns ſtorm'd. of armies over-run, 

And mighty kingdems by your conduct won; 
How, while you thunder'd, clouds of duſt did choak 
Contending troops, and ſeas lay hid in ſmoke, 


Illuſtrious acts high raptures do infuſe, 

And ev'ry conqu'ror creates a muſe: 

Here, in low ſtrains your milder deeds we ſing; 
But there, my lord! we'll bays, and olive, bring 


To crown your head: while you in triumph ride 

O'er vanquiſh'd nations, and the ſea beſide: 

While all your neighbour-princes unto you, 
Like Joſeph's ſheaves, pay reverence, and bow. 
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Of a War with Sr AIN, and Fight at Sea. 


No W. for ſome ages, had the pride of Spain 
- Made the ſun ſhine on half the world in vain; 
While ſhe bid war to all, that durſt ſupply 
The place of thoſe her cruelty made dye. 
Of nature's bounty men forbore to taſte; - 
And the beſt portion of the earth lay waſte, 
From the new world, her ſilver, and her gold 
Came, like a tempeſt, to confound the old. 
Feeding with theſe the brib'd eleftors' hopes, 
Alone the gives us emperors, and popes: 
With theſe accompliſhing her vaſt deſigns, 
Europe was ſhaken with her Indian mines. 
When Britain, looking with a juſt diſdain 
Upon this gilded majeſty of Spain ; 
And knowing well, that empire muſt decline, 
* Whoſe chief ſupport, and ſine ws are of coin; 
Our nation's ſolid virtue did oppoſe. 
To the rich troublers of the world's repoſe. 
And now ſome months, incamping on the main, 
Our naval army had beſieged Spain: 
They that the whole world's monarchy deſign'd, 
Are to their ports by our bold fleet confin'd ; 
From whence, our red croſs they triumphant ſee, 
Riding without a rival on the ſea. 
Others may uſe the ocean as their road, 
Only the Engliſh make it their abode: 
Whoſe ready fails with ev'ry wind can fly, 
And make a coyenant with th' unconſtant ſky 
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Our oaks ſecure, as if they there took root ;. 
We tread on billows with a ſteady foot. 
Mean-while, the Spaniards in America. 

Near to the line the ſun approaching ſaw; 

And hop'd their European coaſts to find 

Clear'd from our ſhips, by the autumnal wind: 

Their huge capacious gallons, ſtuff d with plate, 

The lab'ring winds drive flowly tow'rds their fate. 

Before St. Lucar they. their guns diſcharge, 

To tell their joy, or to invite a barge: 

This heard. ſome ſhips of ours (tho? out of view) 
And, ſwift as eagles, to the quarry. flew : | 
So heedleſs lambs, which for their mothers bleat, 

Wake hungry lions, and become their meat. 
Arriv'd, they ſoon begin that tragic play, 

And with their ſmoky cannons baniſh day : 

Night, horror, ſhughter, with confuſion meets, 
And in their ſable arms embrace the fleets. 

Thro' yielding planks the angry bullets fly, 

And, of one wound, hundreds together die: 

Born under diff rent ſtars, one fate they have; 

The ſhip their coffin, and the ſea their grave! 

Bold. were the men which on the ocean firſt 
Spread their new ſails, when ſhip-wreck was the worſt: 
More danger now from. man alone we find, 
Than from the rocks, the billows, or the wind, 
They that had fail'd from near th? antartic pole, 

Their treaſure ſafe, and all their veſſels whole, 

In fight of their dear country ruin'd be, 
Without be guilt of either rock, or ſea! 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 12. 
Vhat they would ſpare, our'ftercer art-deſtroys, 
urpaſſing ſtorms in terror, and in noiſe, 

dnce Jove from Ida did both hoſts ſurvey, 

nd, when he pleas'd to thunder, part the fray : 

ere, heay'n in vain that kind retreat ſhould ſound: 

he louder cannon had: the thunder drown'd. 

me, we made prize; while others, burnt and rent, 
Vith their rich lading to the bottom went: 

Down ſinks at once (ſo fortune with us ſports !} 
he pay of armies, and the pride of courts. 

ain man! whoſe rage buries as low that ſtore, 

s avarice had dig'd for it before: 

Vbat earth, in her dark bowels, could not Yor. 
rom greedy hands, lies ſafer in the deep: 

Where Thetis kindly does from mortals hide 
hoſe ſeeds of luxury, debate, and pride. 

And now, into her lap the richeſt prize 

ell, with the nobleſt of our enemies: 

he f marquis, (glad to ſee the fire deſtroy 
Vealth, that prevailing foes were to enjoy) 

hut from his flaming ſhip his children ſent, 

o periſh in a milder element: 

ben laid him by his burning lady's ſide ; 

nd, ſince he could not fave her, with her dy'd. 
ices, and gums, about them melting fry, 

id, phoenix-like, in that rich neſt they dye: 
live, in flames of equal love they burn'd; 

ad now, together are to aſhes turn'd: 
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Alhes ! more worth than all their fun'ral coſt; 

Than the huge treaſure which was with them loft: 

Theſe dying lovers, and their floating ſons, 

Suſpend the fight, and filence all our guns: 

Beauty, and youth, about to periſh, finds 

Such noble pity in brave Engliſh minds; 

That, (the rich ſpoil forgot, their valor's prize,) 

All labour now to ſave their enemies, 

How frail our paſſions! how ſoon changed are 

Our wrath, and fury, to a friendly care 

They that but now for honor, and for plate, 

Made the ſea bluſh with blood, reſign their hate; 

And, their young foes indeavouring to retrieve, 

With greater hazard than they fought, they dive, 
With theſe returns vitorious Montagu, 

With laurels in his hand, and half Peru. 

Let the brave generals divide that bough, 

Our great Protector hath ſuch wreaths enough: 

His conqu'ring head has no more room for bays, 

Then let it be, as the glad nation prays: 

Let the rich ore forthwith be melted down, 

And the ſtate fix'd by making him a crown: 

With ermin clad, and purple, let him hold 

A royal ſceptre, made of Spaniſh gold. 


Upon the death of the Lox Dd PROTECTOR, 


E mult. reſign! heav'n his great ſoul does clain 
In ſtorms, as loud as his immortal fame: 
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oft; 
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is dying groans, his laſt breath ſhakes our iſte; 
lud trees uncut fall for his fun'ral pile: 
bout his palace their broad roots are toſt 
nto the air. So Romulus was loſt! 
em Rome in ſuch a tempeſt miſs'd her king; 
nd, from obeying, fell to worſhippiag.. 
In Octa's top thus Hercules lay dead, 
Vith ruin'd oaks, and pines, about him ſpread. 
he poplar too, whoſe bough he wont to wear 
n his victorious head, lay proſtrate there. 
hoſe his laſt fury from the mountain rent : 
Dur dying hero, from the continent 
Raviſh'd whole towns; and forts from Spaniards reft, 
Is his laſt legacy to Britain left. 
he ocean, which ſo long our hopes confin'd, 
ould give no limits to his vaſler mind, 
ur bounds enlargement was his lateſt toil ; 
Nor bath he left us pris'ners to our iſle: 
nder the tropic is our language ſpoke ; 
nd part of Flanders have receiv'd our yoke, 
rom civil broils he did us disengage; 
ound nobler objects for our martial rage: 
nd, with wiſe conduct. to his country ſhow d 
The antient way of conquering abroad. 

Ungrateful then! if we no tears allow 
To him, that gave us peace, and empire too. 
rinces, that fear'd him, grieve ; concern'd to fee 
No pitch of glory from the grave is free. 
Nature herſelf took notice of his death, 
Aud, fighing, ſwell'd the ſea with ſuch a breath, 
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And our ſpread hearts with fo great joy ſurpriae; 


Jou muſt not, Sir! too haſtily forgive. 


That, to remoteſt ſhores her billows roul'd,” 
Th approaching fate of their great ruler told. 


To the KI NG, upon his Ma Jes TY 's happy returg 


= E riſing ſun complies with our weak ſight, 
Firſt gilds the clouds, then ſhews his lobe 
At ſuch a diſtance from our eyes, as tho? [li 
He knew what harm his haſty beams would do. 
But your full majeſty at once breaks forch 
In the meridian of your reign. Your worth, 
Your youth, and all the ſplendor of your ſtate, 
(Wrap'd up, till now, in clouds of adverſe fate!) 
With ſuch a flood of light invade our eyes, 


That, if your grace incline that we (ſhould live, 


Our guilt preſerves us from th' exceſs of joy, 


Which ſcatters ſpirits, and would life deſtroy, ad ſet 
All are obnoxious ! and this faulty land, t hay 
Like fainting Eſther, does before you ſtand, t ſuc 
Watching your ſceptre: the revolted ſea the | 
Trembles, to think ſhe did your foes obey. he s 

Great Britain, like blind Polypheme, of late, npe 


In a wild rage, became the ſcorn, and hate, 
Of her proud neighbours ; who began to think, 
She, with the weight of her own force, would ſink. 
But you are come, and all their hopes are vain; 
This giant- iſle has got her eye again. 

Now, ſhe might ſpare the ocean; and oppoſe -- 
Your canduct to the fierceſt of her, foes. 
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Red the graces guarded you from all 
gers abroad; and now, your thunder ſhall, 
inces that ſaw you diff rent paſſions prove; 

r now they dread the object of their love; 

or without envy can behold his height, 

hoſe converſation was their late delight. 

cemele, contented with the rape 

ove, diſguiſed in a mortal ſhape; 

hen ſhe beheld bis hands with'lightning filFd, 
nd his bright reys, was with amazement kill'd. 

And thoꝰ it be our ſorrow, and our crime, 

o have accepted lite ſo long a time 

bout you bere ; yet does this abſence gain 
o [mall advantage to your preſent reign. 
xr, having view'd the perſons, and the things, 
he councils, ſtate, and ſtrength of Europe's kings, 
0 know your work; ambition to reſtrain, 

dd ſet them bounds, as heav'n does to the main. 

e have you now with ruling wiſdom fraught, 

ot ſuch as books, but ſuch as practiſe, taught. 

the loſt ſun, while leaſt by us enjoy d, 

the whole night, for our concern, imploy'd: 

ripens ſpices, fruit, and pretious gums, 

hich from remoteſt regions hither comes. 

This ſeat of yours (from th? other world remoy'*d) 
k. Archimedes known, he might have prov'd 

$ engine's force, fix d here: your pow'r, and ſkill, 
ke the world's motion wait upon your will. 
Much-ſuff ring monarch ! the firſt Engliſh-born, 
a has the crown of theſe three nations worn! 
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How has your patience, with the barb'rous rage 

Of your own ſoil, contended balf an age? 

Till (your try'd virtue, and your ſacred word 

At laſt preventing your unwilling ſword) 
Armies, and fleets, which kept you out ſo long, 


When ſtrait the people, by no force compell'd, 
Nor longer from their inelinations held, 
Break forth at once, like powder ſet on fire; 
And, with a noble rage, their King require, 
So th' injar'd ſea, which from her wonted courſe, 
To gain ſome acres, avarice did force, 

If the new banks, neglected once, decay, 
No longer will trom her old channel ſtay; 
Raging, the late got land ſhe overflows, 
And all that's built upon't to ruin goes. 

Offeuders now, the chicfeſt, do begin 
To ſtrive for grace, and expiate their fin : 
All winds blow fair, that did the world imbroil; 
Your vipers treacle yield, and ſcorpions oil. 
If then ſuch praiſe the f Macedonian got, 
For having rudely cut the Gordian knot ; 
What glory's due to him, that could divide 
Such ravell'd int'reſts? has the knot unty'd, 
And without ſtroke fo ſmooth a paſſage made, 
Where craft, and malice ſuch mpeachments hid! 
Burt while, we praiſe you, you aſcribe it all 

To his high band, which threw the untouch'd wil 


+ Alexander, 


Own'd their great ſov'reign, and redreſs'd his wrong 


ſe, 


laid? 
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of ſelf-demoliſh'd Jericho fo low: 
his angel 'ewas that did before you go; 
Tam d ſavage hearts, and made affection yield, 
Like cars of corn when wind falutes the field. ſends, 
Thus, patience crown'd, like Job's, your trouble 
Having your foes to pardon, and your friends: 
For, tho! your courage were ſo firm a rock, 
What private virtue could indure the ſhock ? 
Like your great maſter, you the ſtorm withſtood, 
And pity'd thoſe who love with froilty ſhew'd, 
Rude indians, tort'ring all the royal race, 
Him with the throne, and dear-bought ſceptre prace, 
That ſuffers beſt: what region could be found, 
Where your heroic head had not been crown'd ? 
The next experience of your mighty mind, 
Is, how you combat Fortune now ſhe's Rind: 
And this way too you are victorious found; 
She flatters with the ſame ſucceſs ſhe frown'd, 
While, to yourſelf ſevere, to others kind, 
With pow'r unbounded, and a will confin'd, 
Of this vaſt empire yon poſſeſs the care, 
The ſofter parts fall to the people's ſhare. 
Safery, and equal government, are things 
Which ſubjects make as happy as their kings. 
Faith, law, and piety, (that baniſh'd train!) 
Juſtice and truth, with you return again: 
The city's trade, and country's eaſy life, 
Once more ſhall flouriſh, without fraud, or ſtrife, 
Your reign no leſs aſſures the ploughman's peace, 
Than the warm ſun advances his increaſe; 
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And does the ſhepherds as ſecurely keep 

From all their fears, as they preſerve their lheep, 
But above all, the Muſe-inſpired train 
Triumph, and raiſe their drooping heads again : 
Kind heav'n at once has, in your perſon, ſent 
Their ſacred judge, their guard, and argument, 


Nec magis expreſſ vultus per abenea ſigna, 
Duam per vatis opus mores, animique, virorum 
Clarorum apparent Horat. 


on st. JaMEes's PAR k, as lately improved dy his 
MAJESTY. 


O*® the firſt paradiſe there's nothing found, 
Plants ſet by heav'n are vaniſh'd, and the ground; 
Yet the deſcription laſts: who knows the fate 
Of lines that ſhall this paradiſe relate ? 
| - Inſtead of rivers rowling by the fide 
Of Eden's garden, here flows-in the tide : 
The ſea, which always ſerv'd his gapire, now 
Pays tribute to our prince's pleaſure too. 
Of famous cities we the founders know ; 
But rivers, old as ſeas to which they go, 
Are nature's bounty: 'tis of more renown 
To make a river, than to build a town. 
For future ſhade, young trees upon the banks 
Of the new ſtream appear in even ranks: 
The voice of Orpheus, or Amphion's hand, 
In better order could not make them ſtand. 
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May they increaſe as faſt, and ſpread their boughs, 


As the high fame of their great owner grows 
May he live long enough. to ſee them all 

Dark ſhadows caſt, and as his palace tall! 
Methinks I ſee the love that ſhall be made, 
The lovers walking in that am'rous ſhade: 

The gallants dancing by the river fide; 

They bathe in ſummer, and in winter ſlide. 
Methinks 1 hear the muſic in the boats, 

And the loud echo which returns the notes: 
While over-head a flock of new-fprung fowl 
Hangs in the air, and does the ſun controul. 
Dark ning the ſky: they hover o'er, and ſhroud 
The wanton-ſailers with a feather'd cloud. 
Beneath, a ſhole of ſilver fiſhes glides, 

And plays about the gilded barges ſides: 

The ladies, angling in the chryſtal lake, 

Feaſt on the waters with the prey they take: 
At once victorious with their lines, and eyes, 
They make the fiſhes, and the men, their prize. 
A thouſand Cupids on the billows ride, 

And ſea- uymphs enter with the ſwelling tide ; 
From Thetis ſent as ſpies, to make report, 
And tell the wonders of her ſov'reign's court. 
All that can, living, feed the greedy eye, 

Or dead, the palate, here you may deſery: 

The choiceſt things that furniſh'd Noah's ark, 
Or Peter's ſheet, inhabiting this park : 

All with a border of rich fruit-trees crown'd, 
Whoſe loaded branches hide the lofty mound. 
M 2 
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Such various ways the ſpacious alleys lead, 
My doubtful muſe knows not what path to tread, 
Youder, the harvelt of cold months laid up, 
Gives a freſh coolneſs to the royal cup: 

There ice, like chryſtal firm, and never loſt, 
Tempers hot July with December's froſt; 
Winter's dark priſon, whence he cannot fly, 
Tho? the warm ſpring, his enemy, draws nigh. 


Strange! that extremes ſh-uld thus preſerve the ſnow, 


High on the A'ps, or in deep caves below. 
Here, a well poliſh'd mall gives us ihe joy, 
To fee our prince his matchleſs force imploy : 
His manly poſture, and his graceful mien, 
Vigor, and youth, in all his motions ſeen; 
His ſhape ſo lovely and his limbs ſo ſtrong, 
Confirm our hopes we ſhall obey bim long. 
No ſooner has he touch'd the flying ball, 
But 'tis already more than half the mall: 
And ſuch a fury from his arm has got, 
As from a ſmoaking culverin 'twere ſhot. 
Near this my muſe, what maſt delights her, ſees 
A living gallery of aged trees: | 
Bold ſons of earth, that thruſt their arms ſo high, 
As if once mare they would invade the ſky. 
In ſuch green palaces the firſt kings reign'd, 
Slept in their ſhades, and angels entertain'd: 
With ſuch old counſellors they did adviſe, 
And, by frequenting ſacred groves, grew wiſe. 
Free from th' impediments of light, and noiſe, 
Man thus retir'd, his nobler thoughts imploys. 
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Mere Charles contrives the ord'ring of his ſtates; 

ere he reſolves his neighb'ring princes fates : 

What nation ſhall have peace, where war be made, 

Determin'd is in this oraculous ſhade; 

The world, from India to the frozen north, 

Concern'd in what this ſolitude brings forth, 

his fancy objects from his view receives; 

The proſpect thought, and contemplation, gives. 

That ſeat of empire here ſalutes his eye, 

To which three kingdoms do themſelves apply; 

The ſtructure by 2 f prelate rais'd, White-hall, 

Built with the fortune of Rome's capitol : 

Both, diſproportion'd to the preſent ſtate 

Ol their proud founders, were approv'd by fate. 

From hence he does that | antique pile behold, 

Where royal heads receive the ſacred gold: 

It gives them crowns, and does their aſhes keep; 

There made like gods, like mortals there they ſleep : 

Making the circle of their reign complete, 

Thoſe ſuns of empire! where they riſe, they ſet, 

When others fell, this ſtanding did preſage 

The crown (hould tiiumph over popular rage: 

Hard by that * houſe where all our ills were ſhap'd, 

Th' auſpicious temple ſtood, and yet eſcap'd. 

S, ſnow on Etna does unmelted lye, 

Whence rowling flames, and ſeatter'd cinders, fly; 

The dictant country in the ruin ſhares, 

What falls from heav'n the burning mountain ſpares+ 
T Cardinal Molſey. } TWeſtminfler- Abbey, 
* Houſe of Commons. * | 

M 3 


| Next, that $ capacious hall he ſees, the room 
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Where the whole nation does for juſtice come: 
Under whoſe large roof flouriſhes the gown, 
And judges grave, on high tribunals frown, 
Here, like the people's paſtor he does go, 

His flock ſubjected to his view below: 

On which reflecting in his mighty mind, 

No private paſſion does indulgence find: 

The pleaſures of his youth ſuſpended are, 
And made a ſacrifice to public care. 

Here, free from court-compliances, he walks : 


And with himſelf, his beſt adviſer, talks : 
How peaceful olive may his temples ſhade, 
For mending laws, and for reſtoring trade: 


Or, how his brows may be with laurel charg'd, 


For nations conquer'd, and our bounds inlarg'd, 


Of ancient prudence here he ruminates, 

Of riſing kingdoms, and of falling ſtates : 
What ruling arts gave great Auguſtus fame ; 
And how Alcides purchas'd ſuch a name. 

His eyes, upon his * native palace bent 

Cloſe by, ſuggeſt a greater argument : 

His thoughts riſe higher, when he does reffect 
On what the world may from that ſtar expect, 
Which at his birth appear'd; to let us ſee, 
Day, for his ſake, could with the night agree: 


A prince, on whom ſuch diff*rent lights did ſmile, 


Born the divided world to reconcile! 


5 Weſtminfler-Hall, 


* St, James's. 
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Whatever heav'n, or high extracted blood 

Could promiſe, or foretel, he will make good: 
reform theſe nations and improve them more, 
Than this fair park, from what it was before. 


Of the Invaſion and Defeat of the TUR&s, 
in the Year 1683. 


HE modern Nimrod, with a ſafe delight 
Purſuing beaſts, that ſave themſelves by flight ; 

Grown proud, and weary of his wonted game, 

Would chriſtians chaſe, and ſacrifice to fame. 

& prince, with eunuchs, and the ſofter ſex, 

Shut up ſo long, would warlike nations vex: 

Provoke the German, and, neglecting heav'n, 

orget the truce for which his oath was giv'n, 

His grand viſier, preſuming to inveſt 

The chief + imperial city of the weſt, | 

Vith the firſt charge compell'd in haſte to rife, 

1s treaſure, tents, and cannon, left a prize: 

he ſtandard loſt, and janizaries lain, 

Render the hopes he gave his maſter vain. 

he flying Turks, that bring the tidings home, 

Lene w the mem' ry of his father's doom: 

ind his guard murmurs that ſo often brings 

Down from the throne their unſucceſsful kings. 
The trembling Sultan's forc'd to expiate 

is own ill eouduct by another's ſate: 


Vienna. | 
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Than Britain's king, for ſuch a glorious talk: 
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The grand viſier, a tyrant, tho? a ſlave, 
A fair example to his maſter gave; 

He Baſſa's heads, to ſave his own, made fly, 
And now, the Sultan to preſcrve, muſt dye. 
The fatal bow-ſtring was not in his thought, 

When, breaking truce, he ſo unjuſtly fought ; 
Made the world tremble with a num'rous hoſt, 

And of undoubted victory did boaſt. 
Strangled he lies! yet ſeems to cry aloud, 

To warn the mighty, and inſtruct the proud; 
That of the great, neglecting to be juſt, 
Heav'n in a moment makes an heap of duſt. 

The Turks ſo low, why ſhould the Chriſtians loſe 
Such an advantage of their barb'rous foes ? 
Neglect their preſent ruin to complete, 

Before another Solyman they get? 

Too late they would with ſhame, repenting, dread 
That num'rous herd, by fuch a lion led. 

He Rhodes, and Buda, from the Chriſtians tore, 
Which timely union might again reſtore. 

But, ſparing Turks, as if with rage poſſeſt, 
The Chriſtians periſh, by themſelves oppreſt: 
Cities, and provinces, ſo dearly won, 

That the victorious people are undone! 

What angel ſhall deſcend, to reconcile 

The Chriſtian-ſtates, and end their guilty toil? 


A prince more fit from heav'n we cannot alk, 
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His dreadful navy, and his lovely mind, 
Gives him the fear, and fayor, of mankind, 
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warrant does the Chriſtian faith defend; 
that relying, all their quarrels end. 
he peace is ſign d. and Britain does obtain, 
hat Rome had ſought from her fierce ſons in vain, 
In battels won, fortune a part doth claim, 
14 ſoldiers have their portion in the fame: 
this ſucceſsful union, we find 
ly the triumph of a worthy mind. 
is all accompliſh'd by his royal ward, 
bout unſheathing the deſtruQive ſword ; 
bout a tax vpon his ſubjc Es laid, 
heir peace diſturd'd, their plenty, or their trade. 
»d what can they to ſuch a prince deny. 
ih whoſe deſires the greateſt kings comply? 
The arts of peace are not to him unknown, 
is happy way he march'd into the throne : 
d we owe more to heav'n, than to the ſword, 
he wiſh'd return of ſo benign a lord. 
Charles, by old Greece with a new freedom grac'd, 
bore her antique heroes ſhall be plac'd. 
hat Theſeus did, or Theban Hercules, 
olds no compare with this victorious peace: 
hich on the Turks ſhall greater honour gain, 
han all their giants, and their monſters, flain, 
hoſe are bold tales, in fabulous ages told ; 
bis glorious act the living do behold, 
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To the Qurex, upon her MaJesTy's Br 
Day, after her happy Recovery from a danger 


ſickneſs. 


| E WELL the year! which threaten'd ſo | 
The faireſt light the world can (how, 


Welcome the new ! whoſe ev'ry day, 

Reſtoring what was ſnatch'd away 

By pining ſickneſs from the pair, 

That matchleſs beauty does repair; 

So faſt, that the approaching ſpring, 

( Which does to flow'ry meadows bring, 

What the rude winter from them tore) 

Shall give her all ſhe had before. | 
But, we recover not ſo faſt 

The ſenſe of ſuch a danger paſt; 

We that eſteem'd you ſent from heav'n, 

A pattern to this iſland giv'n; 

To ſhew us what the bleſs d do there; 

And what alive they practis d here; 

When that, which we immortal thought, 

We ſaw fo near deſtruction brought, 

Felt all which you did then indure; 

And tremble yet. as not ſecure. 

So, tho” the ſun victorious be, 

And from a dark eclipſe ſet free; 

The influence, which we fondly fear, 

Aficts our thoughts the following year. 
But, that which may relieve our care 

Is, that you have a help ſo near 
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ill the evil you can prove; 
ie kindneſs of your royal love, 
that was never known to mourn, 
many kingdoms from him torn, 
tears reſerv d for you: more dear, 
ore prix d, than all thoſe kingdoms were! 
r when no healing art prevail'd, 
Then cordials, and elixirs, fail d; 
your pale check he drop'd the ſhow'r, 
yd you like a dying flow'r, 


zug by Mrs. KN1GHT, to her MAj2z$TY, 


on her Birth-Day. 


Hls happy day two lights are ſeen, 
A glorious ſaint, a matchleſs queen: 
H nam'd alike, both crown'd appear, 
ſaint above, th' Infanta here, 
all thoſe years, which Catherine 
ie martyr did for heay'n reſign, 
be added to the line 
jour bleſt life among us here! 
r all the pains that ſhe did feel, 
dd all the torments of her wheel, 
you as many pleaſures ſhare 


May heav'n itſelf content 
Vith Catherine the ſaint! 
Without appearing old, 

An hundred times may you, 
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With eyes as bright as now, 4 The | 
This welcome day behold! To tt 
| Tot} 

Of her Maj t$sTY on NEW. TEARs. WMWhot 
DAY, 1683. Ther 


HAT revolutions in the world have been, 
How are we chang'd, fence we firſt ſaw the que 
She, like the fun, does till the ſame appear; 
Bright as ſhe was at her artiwal here 


Time has commiſſion mortals to impair, 


But things coeleſtial is oblig'd to ſpare. 


May ev'ry new-year find her ſtill the ſame, M 

In health,. and beauty, as ſhe bither came! | 

When lords, and commons, with united voice, And fe 

Th infanta nam'd, approv'd the royal choice: When 

Firſt of our queens, whom not the king alone, Lay it 


But the whole nation, lifted to the throne. 
With like conſent, and like deſert, was crown'l e liſt; 
The + glorious prince, that does the Turk confoun 


Victorious both! his conduct wins the day; med 
And bet example chaſes vict away. nd af 
Tho! louder fame attend the martial rage, e are 
'Tis greater glory to reform the age. In our 


of TA, commended by ber MAJESTY. 


1 her myrtle, Phoebus has his bays; | 
Tea both excels, which ſhe vouchſafes to pri 


4 Jobn Sobieski K. of Polland, 
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The beſt of queens, and beſt of herbs, we owe 
To that bold nation which the way did ſhow 
To the fair region, where the ſun does riſe; 
Whoſe rich productions we ſo juſtly prize. 
The muſe's friend, Tea, does our fancy aid; 
Repreſs thoſe vapors which the head invade ; 
And keeps that palace of the ſoul ſerene, - 

Fit, on ber birth-day, to ſalute the queen. 


PROLOGUE for the Lady- Actors: ſpoken before 
k. CHARLES II. 


Hem us not with that majeſtic frown; 

But lay aſide the greatneſs of your crown ! 
And for that look, which does your people awe, 
When in your throne, and robes, you give them law, 
Lay it by here; and give a gentler ſmile! 
Such as we ſee great Jove's in picture, while 
e liſtens to Apollo's charming lyre, 
Or judges of the ſongs he does inſpire. 
medians on the ſtage ſhew all their (kill, 
nd after do as love, and fortune, will: 
We are leſs careful, hid in this diſguiſe; 
In our own cloaths more ſerious, and more wiſe, 
Modeſt at home, upon the ſtage more bold; 
e ſeem warm lovers, tho? our breaſts be cold. 
fault committed here deſerves no ſcorn, 
we act well the parts to which we're born. 
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wy, A 2 CI. A 


other to the Prince of 


ORANGE: and of her portrait written by the lat Tot 
Dutcheſs of Yor « while ſhe liv'd with her, 

| 3 T 

Hr nymph! in tempeſts the ſupport, 

In peace the glory of the Britiſh court! In Er 

Into whoſe arms the church, the ſtate, and all Fayol 

That precious is, or ſacred here, did fall. Wher 

Ages to come, that ſhall your bounty hear, What 

Will think you miſtreſs of the Indies were : Thric 

Tho? ſtreighter bounds your fortune did confine, Whor 

In your large heart was found a wealthy mine; Our le 


the bleſt oil, the widow's laſting feaſt, 


Your treaſure, as you pour'd it out, increas'd. But wi 
While ſome your beauty, ſome your bounty ſing, And w 
Your native iſle does with your praiſes ring: No wi 
But above all, a F nymph of your own train, Ve m 
Gives us your character in ſuch a ſtrain, Siphs v 
As none but ſhe, who in that court did dwell, Fair, l. 


Could know ſuch worth; or worth deſcribe ſo well. 
So, while we mortals here at heav'n do gueſs, 
And more our weakneſs, than the place, expreſs; 
Some angel, a domeſtic there, comes down, 
And tells the wonders he hath ſeen, and known, 


Re 


Y 

+ Lady Anne Hyde. reatec 
| Neturni 
3 He 
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heunce A Free a. 
of To the Dutcheſs of ORLEANS, when ſhe was taking 
lat leave of the Court at DoyER., 


( AT ſun of beauty did among us riſe, 
England firſt ſaw the light of your fair eyes. 
In Engliſh too your early wit was ſhown ; 

Favour that language! which was then your own, 
When, tho? a child, thro? guards you made your way: 
What fleet, or army, could an angel ſtay ? 

Thrice happy Britain ! if ſhe could retain, 

Whom ſhe firſt bred within her ambient main. 

Our late-burnt Londan, in apparel new, 

Shook of her aſhes to have treated you: 

But we muſt fee our glory ſnatch'd away, 

And with warm tears increaſe the guilty ſea : 

No wind can favour us; howe'er it blows, 

We muſt be wreck'd, and our dear treaſure loſe ! 

Siphs will not let us half our ſorrows tell 
Fair, lovely, great, and beſt of nymphs, farewel! 


Upon her 4 MajesTY's New-buildings at 
SOM ERSET-HOUSE, 


Reat Queen ! that does our iſland bleſs, 
With princes, and with palaces: 

reated ſo ill, chas'd from your throne, 

\cturning, you adorn the town; 


i Henrietta Maria, Q. Dowager of K. Charles I. 
N 2 
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And, with a brave revenge, do ſhow 
Their glory went, and came, with you. 


While peace from hence, and you were gone, 


Your houſes in that ſtorm o'erthrown, 
Thoſe wounds which civil rage did give, 
At once you pardon, and relieve. 
| Conſtant to England in your love, 
As birds are to their wonted grove; 
Tho' by rude bands their neſts are ſpoil'd, 
There, the next ſpring again they build. 
Accuſing ſome malignant ſtar, 
Not Britain, for that fatal war; 
Your kindneſs baniſhes your fear, 
Reſolv'd to fix for ever here. 
But what new mine this work ſupplies? 
Can ſuch a pile from ruin riſe? 
This like the firſt creation ſhows, 
As if at your command it roſe. 
Frugality, and bounty too, 
(Thoſe diff ring virtues) meet in you; 
From a confin'd, well-manag'd, ſtore, 
Let foreign princes vainly boaſt 
The rude effects of pride, and coſt; 
Of vaſter fabrics, to which they 
Contribute nothing, but the pay. 
| This, by the Queen herſelf defign'd, 
Gives us a pattern of her mind: 
The ſtate, and order, does proclaim 
The genius of that royal dame, 
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ich part with juſt proportion grac'd, 
and all to ſuch advantage plac'd; 

That the fair view her window yields, 
The town, the river, and the fields, 
ntring, beneath us we deſcry ; 

\nd wonder bow we came fo high. 
She needs no weary ſteps aſcend; 
ll ſeems before her feet to bend: 

ad here, as ſhe was born, ſhe lies; 
gu, without taking pains to rife. 


Ofa TREE cut in PAPER, 


AIR hand! that-can on virgin-paper write, 
Yet, from the ſtain of ink, preſerve it white: 

'hoſe travel o'er that ſilver field does ſhow, 

ike tracts of leverets in morning-ſnow, 

we's image thus in pureſt minds is wrought, 

tout a ſpot, or blemiſh, to the thought. 

range that your fingers ſhould the pencil foil, 
thout the help of colors, or of oil! 

or, tho? a painter boughs, and leaves, can make; 

1s you alone can make them bend and ſhake ; 

hoſe breath ſalutes your new-created grove, 

Ike ſouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 

pheus could make the foreſt dance ; but you 

in make the motion, and the foreſt too. 

N. 3 a 
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To a Lad v. from whom he received the f 
Copy, which for many years bad been loſt, 


, OTHING lies hid from radiant eyes; 
All they ſubdue become their ſpies: 


Secrets, as choiceſt jewels, are 

Preſented to oblige the fair : 

No wonder then, that a loſt thought 

Should there be found, where ſouls are caught, 


The picture of fair Venus, (that, 

For which men ſay, the goddeſs fat) 

Was loſt, *till Lely from your look 
Again that glorious image took. 


If virtue's ſelf were loſt, we might 
From your fair mind new copies write : 
All things, but one, you can reſtore; 
The heart you get returns no more. 


Of the Lady Max v. Princeſs of 
ORANGE, 


* once the lion honey gave, c 
Out of the ſtrong ſuch ſweetneſs came; 


A royal hero, no leſs brave, 
Produc'd this ſweet, this loyely, dame, 


oregoing 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


o her, the prince that did oppoſe 
duch mighty at mies in the field, 


4 Holland from prevailing foes 
Could ſo well free, himſelf does yield. 


ot Belgia's fleet, (his high command) T 
Which triumphs where the ſun does riſe; 
or all the force he leads by land, 

Could guard him from her conqu'ring eyes, 


range, with youth, experience has; 
In action young, in council old: 
range is what Auguſtus was, 
Brave, wary, provident, and bold. 


In that fair tree which bears his name, 
Bloſſoms, and fruit, at once are found: 

1 him we all admire the ſame, 
His flow'ry youth with wiſdom crown'd ! 


mpire, and freedom, reconcil'd 

In Holland are, by great Naſſaw: 

ike thoſe he ſprung from, juſt, and mild, 
To willing people he gives law, 


brice- happy pair! ſo near ally'd, 
In royal blood, and virtue too! 
ow love has you together ty'd, _ 
May none this triple knot undo! 
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The church ſhall be the happy place, 
Where ſtreams which from the ſame ſource run, 


Tho? divers lands awhile they grace, 
Unite again, and are made one, 


A thouſand thanks the nation owes 
To him that does protect us all: 

For, while he thus his niece beſtows, 
About our iſle he builds a wall; 


A wall! like that which Athens had, 
By th' oracle's advice, of wood: 

Had theirs been ſuch as Charles has made, 
That mighty ſtate 'till now had ſtood. 


OF ENGLISH VERSE. 


TY may boaſt, as ſafely vain, 
Their work ſhall with the world remain: 


Both bound together, live, or die, 
The verſes, and the prophecy. 


But who can hope his lines ſhould long 
Laſt, in a daily changing tongue? | adi. 
While they are new, envy prevails; _ 
And as that dies, our language fails. 3 
pon t 
When architects have done their part, Ho! 
The matter may betray their art: | Poet 
Time, if we uſe ill choſen ſtone, Don 
Soon brings a well built palace down. 1 
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ett that laſting marble ſcek, 

(uſt carve in Latin, or in Greek: 

e write in ſand, our language grows, 
id, like the tide, our work o'erflows, 


haucer his ſenſe can only boaſt ; 
he glory of his numbers loſt! 
cats have defac'd his matchleſs ſtrain; 


id yet he did not ſing in vain, 


he beauties which adorn'd that age, 
he ſhining ſubjecis of his rage, 

oping they ſhould immon tal prove, 
ewarded with ſucceis his love. 


his was the generous poet's ſcope; 
d all an Engliſh pen can hope; 

0 make the fair approve his flame, 
bat can fo far extend their fame. 


ſerſe, thus deſign'd, has no ill fate, 

fit arrive but at the date 

f fading beauty; if it prove 

ut as long-liv'd as preſent love. k 

pon the Earl of Ros commoN's Tranſlation of 


HoRAce, De Arte Poetica: and of the uſe of 
Poetry. 


Nou was not better by her Horace taught, 
Than we are here to comprehend his thought: 
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The poet writ to noble Piſo there; 

A noble piſo does inſtruct us here: 

Gives us a pattern in his flowing ſtile; 
And with rich precepts does oblige our iſle : 
Britain! whoſe genius is in verſe expreſs'd; 
Bold, and ſublime; but negligently dreſs'd. 


Horace will our ſuperfluous branches prune, 


Give us new rules, and ſet our harp in tune: 
Direct us how to back the winged horſe, 
Favor his flight, and moderate his force, 
Tho? poets may of inſpiration boaſt, 
There rage, ill-govern'd, in the clouds is loſt, 
He that proportion'd wonders can diſcloſe, 
At once his fancy, and his judgment, ſhows, 
Chaſte moral writing we may learn from hence; 
Neglect of which no wit can recompence. 
The fountain which from Helicon proceeds, 
That ſacred ſtream ! ſhould never water weeds; 
Nor make the crop of thorns, and thiſtles, grow, 
Which envy, or perverted nature, ſow. 
Well-ſounding verſes are the charm we uſe, 
Heroic thoughts, and virtue, to infuſe: 
Things of deep ſenſe we may in proſe unfold; 
But they move more, in lofty numhers told: 
By the loud trumpet, which our courage aids, 


We learn that ſound, as well as ſenſe, perſwades. 


Tha muſe's friend, unto himſelf levere, 
With ſilent pity looks on all that err: 
But where a brave, a public action ſhines, 
hat he rewards with his immortal lines. 
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ether it be in council, or in fight, 

ö country's honour is his chief delight: 

iſe of great acts he ſcatters as a ſeed, 

ich may the like in coming ages breed. 

Here taught the fate of verſes, (always priz'd 
h admiration, or as much deſpis'd) | 

en will be leſs indulgent to their faults; 

id patience have to cultivate their thoughts, 
ets loſe half the praiſe they ſhould have got, 
juld it be known what they diſcreetly blot : 
ling new words, that to the raviſh'd ear 

y like the language of the gods appear: 

ch 25, of old, wiſe bards employ'd, to make 
poliſh'd men their wild retreats forſake : 
giving heroes, fam'd for taming brutes, 

d raiſing cities with their charming lutes. 

r rudeſt minds with harmony were caught, 

d civil life was by the muſes taught. 

, vand'ring bees would periſh in the air, 

Id not a ſound, proportion'd to their ear, 

eaſe their rage, invite them to the hive, 

ite their force, and teach them how to thrive: 
0rob the flow'rs, and to forbear the ſpoil; 
eſery d in winter by their ſummer's toil : 

bey give us food, which may with nectar vie, 
nd wax, that does the abſent ſun ſupply, 
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nl "POEMS UPON 


Ad ComiTzex MonuMEeTEnsty 
de BEnTLIVOGL1O ſuo. 


F.. Angligenis non hane tibi necto corollan 
Cum ſatis indigenis te probet ipſe liber: 
Per me Roma ſeiet tibi ſe debere. quod Anglo 
Romanus didicit cultius ore loqui. 
Ultima quae tellus aquilas duce Ca fare vidit, 
Can dia Romulidum te duce ſeripta videt. 
Conſilio ut quondam patriam nil juveris, eſto! 
Sed ſtudia cives ingenioqu juvas 
Namque dolis liber hie inſtructus. et arte dunn, 
A Belga nobis ut caveamus, ait. 
Horremus per te civilis dira furoris 
Vulnera ; diſcordes Flandria quaſſa monet, 
Hic diſcat miles pugnare, orare ſenator ; 
Qui regnant, leni ſceptra tenere manu. 

Mate, Comes! virtute nov: veſtri ordinis i ingen 
Ornamentum aevi deliciacque tui! 
Dum ſtertunt alii ſomno vinoque ſepulti, 

Nobilis antiquo ſtemmate digna facis. 


To Mr. K1LLEGR Ew, upon his altering his Þ 
PAN DORA. from a Tragedy into a Comedy, | 
cauſe not approv'd on the ſtage. 


—— you ſhould rather teach our age the way 
Oft judging well, than thus have chang d y 
play: 
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u had oblig'd ns by employing wit, 
1 to reform+Pandora, but the pit. 1 
xr, as the nightingale, without the throng b k M 
| athee birds, alone attends her ſong ; 5 
ile the loud daw, his throat · diſplaying, draws 14 
de whole aſſembly of his fellow-daws: | 1 l 
, muſt the writer, whoſe productions ſhould - 40 
ike with the vulgar, be of vulgar mould: 
iIſt.nobler fancies make a flight too high 
ar common view, and leſſen as they fly. 


Jo the Duke of Mon uo ur n's Expedition into 
Sco r LAND, in the Summer Solſtice. 


W1rT as Jove's * ( + the winged god) 
V With ſword as potent as his charming rod, 


e flew to execute the king's command: 

Ind, in a moment, reach'd that northern land; 
Where day, contending with approaching night, 
Miſs the hero with continued light. 

On foes ſurpriz'd, and by no night conceal'd, 

e might have ruſh'd; but noble.pity held 

is hand a while, and to their choice gave ſpace, 
bich tbey would prove, his valor, or his grace. 
bis not well heard, his cannon louder ſpoke; 
And then, like lightning, thro? that cloud he broke. 
His fame, bis conduct, and that martial look, 

The guilty Scots with ſuch a terror ſtrook; 


? Mereury, 
0 + 
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That to his courage they reſign the feld, 
Who to his bounty had refus d to yield. 
Glad that fo little loyal blood it coſt, 
He grieves ſo many Britons ſhould be loſt : 
Taking more peins, when he beheld them yield, 
To ſave the flyers, than to win the field : : Appl 
And at the court his int'reft does imploy,  yeral 
That none, who ſcap'd his fatal ſword, ſhould die. ; 

And now, theſe raſh bold men their error find, LD 
Not truſting one beyond his promiſe k ind: por 
One! whoſe great mind, ſo bountiful, and brave, 
Had learn'd the art to conquer, and to fave, 

In vulgar breaſts no royal virtues dwell; 
Such deeds as theſe his high extraction tell: 
Aud give a ſecret joy to f him that reigns, 
To ſee his blood triumph in Monmonth's veins: 
To ſee a leader whom he got, and choſe, 
Firm to his friends, and fatal to his foes. 
But ſeeing envy, like the fun, does beat, 
With ſcorching rays, on all that's high, and great: 
This, ill requited Monmouth! is the bough 
The muſes ſend, to ſhade thy conqu' ring brow. 
Lampoons, like ſquibs, may make a preſent bla; 
But time, and thunder, pay reſpe dt to bays. 
Achilles“ arms dazle our preſent view; 
Kept by the muſe as radiant, and as new, 
As from the forge of Vulcan firſt they came: | 
Thouſands of years are paſt, and they the ſame. | 
Such care ſhe takes, to pay deſert with fame! 

+ K. Charles II. | 


SEVERAL OCCASTONE. 5 
i which, no monarch, for his crown's defence, 
| 5 how to give a nobler recompence. 


: Friend of the Author, a perſon of honor, who 
% ich wric « Religious Book, intitled, * Hiſtorical 
« Applications, and occaſional meditations upon ſe- I 

' yeral Subjects. 1 1 


Lo is the man that dares engage 

For piety, in ſuch an age ! 

ho can preſume to find a guard 

om ſcorn, when heawn's ſo little ſpar'd? 

nes are pardon d. they defend 
um on which their lives depend: 
it the profane impatient are, 

e i nobler pens make this their care 2 

it why ſhould thefe let in a beam 

divine light, to trouble them; . 

x call in doubt their pleaſing thought, 

at nove believes what we are taught? 

lich birth, and fortune, warrant give 

hat ſuch men write what they believe: 

nd, feeling firſt what they indite, 

ew credit give to ancient light. 

imongſt theſe few, our author brings 

is well known pedigree, from kings. 

tis book, the image of his mind, 

ill make his name not hard to find: 

wiſh the throng of great, and good, 

Made it leſs eas'ly underſtood ! 

| O04 
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To a Perſon of Honor, upon his incomparable, ; 


comprehenſible Poem, intitled, Tus Bir 
Puixexs. 


IR] you've oblig'd the Britiſh nation more, 
Than all their bards could ever do before; 

And, at your own charge, monuments as hard 

As braſs, or marble, to your fame, have rear d. 

For, as all warlike nations take delight | 

To hear how their brave anceſtors could fight; 

You have advanc'd to-wonder their renown, 

And no leſs virtuouſly improv'd your own: 

'That *twill be doubtful, whether you do write, 

Or they have ated, at a nobler height. 

You, of your antient princes, have retriev'd. 

More, than the ages knew in which they. liv's: 

Explain'd their cuſtams, and their rights a-new, 

Better than all tbeir Druids ever knew. 

Unriddled thoſe dark oracles, as well 

As thoſe, that made them, could themſelves foretell. 

For, as the Britons long bave hop'd in vain, 

Arthur would come to govern them again: 

You have fulfill'd that prophecy alone, 

And'in your poem plac'd him on his throne. 

Such magic pow'r has your prodigious pen, 

To raiſe the dead, and give new life to men; 

Make rival-princes meet in arms, and love, 

Whom diſtant ages did ſo far remove. 

For, as eternity has neither paſt, 

Nor future, authors ſay, nor firſt, nor laſt; 
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it is all inſtant; your eternal muſe | 

|| ages can to any one reduce. 

hen, why ſhould you, whoſe miracles of art 

life at pleaſure to the dead impart, 

rouble in vain your better · buſied head, 

obſerve what times they liv'd in, or were dead: 
or, ſince you have ſuch arbitrary pow r, 

t were defect in judgment to go low'r ; 

pr loop to things ſo pitifully lewd, 

h uſe to take the vulgar latitude. | 

or, no man's fit to read what you have writ, 

That holds not ſome proportion with your wit, 
light can no way but by light appear : 

le muſt bring ſenſe, that underſtands it here. 


Tis 


To Mr, Cx E£cH, on his Tranſlation of 
LUCRETIUS, 


HAT all men wiſh'd, .tho' few could hope to ſee, 
We are now bleſt with, and oblig d by thee, 
dou, from the antient learned Latin ſtore, 
unt us one author, and we hope for more. 

lay they enjoy thy thoughts !—Let not the ſtage 
The idleſt moment of thy hours engage. 
ch year that place ſome wond'rous monſter breeds, 
nd the wits? garden is o'er-run with weeds, 
there, farce is comedy; bombaſt call'd ſtrong ; 
Mt words, with nothing in them, make a ſong, 
Tis hard to ſay they ſteal them now. a- days; 
r ſure the anticnts never wrote ſuch plays, 
| 0 3 


tell. 


End 


— 
— 
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Theſe ſcribbling infeQts have what they deferre, 

Not plenty, nor the glory for to ſtarve. 

| ThatrSpencer knew, that Taſſo felt before; W 


And death found forly Ben exceeding poor. 
Heav'n turn the omen from their image here! Hither 


May he with joy the well-plac'd laurel wear! I the 
Great Virgil's happier ft tune may he find, . þs beit 
And be our Caeſar, like Auguſtus, kind! I ſeco! 

But let not this diſturb thy tuneful head; But Po 


Thou writeſt for thy delight, and not for brea#: or 8ri 
Thou art not curſt to write thy verſe with care; Wh the 
But art above what other poets fear. And d 
What may we not expeft from fuch a hand, 
That has, with books, himfelf at free command 
Thou know'ſt in youth, what age has ſought in vaio 
And bringſt forth ſons without a mother's pain, 
So eaſy is thy ſenſe, thy verſe fo fweet, 
Thy words ſo proper, and thy phraſe ſo fit ; 
We read, and read again: and ſtill admire 
Whence eame this youth, and whence this wondra 
Pardon this rapture; Sir! But who can be 
Cold, and unmoy'd, yet have his thoughts on thee? 
Thy goodneſs may my ſeveral faults forgive, 
And by your belp theſe wretched lines may live. 
But if, when view'd by your ſeverer fight, 
They ſeem unworthy to behold the light; 
Let them with ſpeed in deferv'd flames be thrown! Jil Over 
They'll fend no figbs, nor murmur out a groan; Til 


But, dying flemtly, your juſtice own, | The | 
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The Tait CoMnar.. 


THEN thro? the world fair Mazarine had run, 
Bright as her fellow-traveller, the ſun ; 

Hither at length the Roman eagle flies, 
Is the laſt triumph of her eonqu ring eyes. 
4s beir to Julius, ſhe may pretend 
I ſecond time to make this iſtand bend. 
But Portſmouth, ſpringing from the antient race 
of Britons, which the Saxons here did chaſe; 
ks they great Caeſar did oppoſe, makes head, 
And does againſt this new invader lead. 
That goodly nymph, the taller of the two, 
Careleſs, and fearleſs, to the field does go. 
becoming bluſhes on the-other wait, 
And her young look excuſes want of height. 
kauty gives courage; for, ſhe knows, the day 
Muſt not be won the Amazonian way. 
Legions of Cupids to the battle come, 
For little Britain theſe, and thoſe for Rome, 
Dreſs'd to advantage, this iNuftrious pair, 
Arriv'd, for combat in the liſt appear. 
hat may the fates defign! for never yet 
from diſtant regions two, ſuch beauties met. 
Venus had been an equal friend to both, 
And Viet ry to deelare herſelf ſeems loth : 
Over the camp with doubtful wings ſhe ies ; 
Till Chloris ſhining in the field ſhe ſpies. 
The lovely Chloris well attended came, 
4 thouſand Graces waited on the dame: 
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Her matchlcſs form made all the Engliſh glad, 
And foreign beauties leſs aſſurance had. 

Yet, like the three on [da's top, they all 

Pretend alike, conteſting for the ball. 

Which to determine, Love himſelf declin'd,. 
Left the neglected ſhould become leſs kind. 
Such killing looks ! fo thick the arrows fly ! 

That 'tis unſafe. to be a ſtander · by. 

Poets, approaching to deſcribe the fight, 


Are by their wounds inſtructed how to write, M 
They with leſs hazard might look on, and draw "A 
The ruder combats in Alſatia: Tſe 
And. with that ſoil of violence, and rage, bal 
Set-of the ſplendor of our golden age: Ver bly 
Where Love gives law, beauty the ſceptre Grays; Path yi 


And, uncompell'd, the happy world obeys. 


and COL 
Dur (tat 


Of an Elegy made by Mrs. WHARTON on the Ear 


of RUCHESTER. * 

| tal to 

HUS mourn the Muſes ! on the herſe v you 

Not ſtrowing tears, but laſting verſe: 1 by e 
Which ſo preſerve the hero's name, 

They make bim live again in fame. (yon « 

Chloris, in lines ſo like his own,. H 

Gives him ſo juſt, and high, renown;. 

That ſhe th' afflited world relieves, nd ho 

And ſhews, that ſtill in her he lives. the | 

Her wit as graceful, great, and good: ankin 


Ally'd in genius, as in blood, 
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His loſs ſupply'd. now all our fears 

tre, that the nymph ſhould melt in tears. 
hen, faireſt Chloris-! comfort take, 

For his, your own, and for our ſake ; 

Left his fair ſoul, that lives in you, 

Should from the world for ever go. 
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| To CxLons. 


HLoR1sS! what's eminent, we know, 
Muſt for ſome cauſe be valu'd fo: 

ings without uſe, tho” they be good, 

Ire not by us ſo underſtood; 

te early roſe, made to diſplay 

Her bluſhes to the youthful May, 

Poth yield her ſweets, ſince. he is fair, 

Ind courts her with a gentle air. 

ur ſtars do ſhew their excellence, 

ot by their light, but influence: 

hen brighter comets, ſince ſtill known 

tal to all. are lik'd by none. 

o your admired beauty. (till 

by effects, made good, or ill. 


Upon our late Loſs of the Duke of Ca M BRIDGE, 


HE failing bloſſoms which a young plant bears, 
Engage our hope for the ſucceeding years: 

nd hope is all which art, or nature, brings, 

tthe firſt trial, to accompliſh things. 

inkind was firſt created an eſſay; 

Tut ruder draught the deluge walh'd aways 
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How many ages paſs'd, what blood, and toil, 1. 
Before we made one kingdom of this iſle! Reſoh 
How long in vain had nature ftriv'd to frame - n 
A perfect princeſs, er her Highneſs came ? Nets! 
For joys ſo great we muſt with patience wait, rea 
Tis the ſet price of happineſs complete. Tn 


As a firſt fruit, heav'n claim'd that lovely boy: 
The next ſhall live, and be the-nation's joy. 


InsTRUCTIONS to a PAINTER, for the Drawing 
of the Poſture, and Progreſs. of his MIT 
Forces at Sea, under the Command of his Hie 


NESSGS-Ro YAL: Together with the Battel, a8 Pai 
Victory. obtain'd over the Du t c x, June 3. 166; Th' ex 
IRS T draw the ſea; that portion, which betwee! — 


The greater world, and this of ours, is ſeen: 
Here place the Britiſh, there the Holland fleet, 
Vaſt floating armies ! both prepar d to meet. 
Draw the whole world, expecting who ſhould reign;} 
After this combat, o'er the eonquer d main. 
Make heav'n concern'd, and an unuſual ſtar 
Declare th' importance of th approaching war. 
Make the ſea ſhine with gallantry, and all 
The Engliſh-youth flock to their admiral, 

The valiant Duke! whoſe early deeds abroad, 

Such rage in fight, and art in conduct ſnow'd. 

His brigbt ſword now a dearer int'reſt draws, 

His brother's glory, and his country's caufe. 
Let thy bold pencil hope and courage ſpread 

Thro' the whole navy, by that hero led: 


Ss —y 


Make all appear, where fuch a prince is by, 
Reſoly'd to conquer, or reſolv d to die 
With bis extraction. and his glorious mind. 
Make the proud fails ſwell, more than with the uind: 
Preventing cannon, make his louder fame 
Check the Batavians, and their fury tame. 
& hungry wolves, tho? greedy of their prey, 
Stop, when they find a lion in their way. 
Make him beſtride the ocean, and mankind 
Aſk his conſent, ta uſe the ſea, and wind: 
While his tall ſhips in the barr'd channel ſtand, 
He graſps the Indies in-bis armed band. 

Paint an eaſt-wind, and make it blow away 
Th' excuſe of Holland-for their navy's ſtay: 
Make them look pale, and, the bold prince to ſhun, 
Thro' cold north, and rocky regions run. 
To find the coaſt where mornin g firſt appears, 
y the dark pole the wary Belgian ſteers; 
Confeſſing now. he dreads the Engliſh more, 
Than all the dangers of a frozen ſhore ; 
ile from our arms, ſecurity to find, 
They fly ſo far, they leave the day behind. 
Deſcribe their flees abandoning the ſea, 
And all their merchants left a wealthy prey; 
Our firſt ſuceeſs in war make Bacchus crown, 
And half the vintage of the year our own. 
The Dutch their wine, and all their brandy loſe; 
Diſarm'd of that, from which their courage grows: 
Vhile the glad Engliſh, to relieve their toil, 
li healths to their great leader drink the ſpoils 
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168 POEMS UP ON 
His high commands to Afrieꝰs coaſt extend, 
And make the Moors before the Engliſh bend: - 


Thoſe barb'rous pirates willingly receive Sprea 
Conditions, ſuch as we are pleas'd to give. And 
Deſerted by the Dutch, let nations know, Th'i 


We can our own, and their great buſineſs do: (Like 
| Falſe friends chaſtiſe, and common foes reſtrain, The | 
Which, worſe than tempeſts, did infeſt the main, Sprun 
Within thoſe ſtreights, make Holland's Smyrna feet harr 
With a ſmall ſquadron of the Engliſh meet: 
Like falcons theſe, thoſe like a numerous flock 
Of fowl, which ſcatter to avoid the ſhock. 
There paint confuſion in a various ſhape: - 
Some ſink, ſome yield, and flying ſome eſcape: 
Europe, and Africa, from either ſhore 
Spectators are, and hear our cannon roar : 
Whiletthe divided world in this agree, 
Men that fight fo, deſerve to rule the ſea, 

But, nearer home, thy pencil ufe once more, 
And place our navy by the Holland ſhore; 
The world they compaſs'd, while they fought with df 


But here already they reſign the main : 

Thoſe greedy mariners, out of whoſe way 

Diffuſive nature could no region lay, 

At home, preſerv'd from rocks, and tempeſts, ie A preat 
Compell'd, like others, in their beds to die. Ne'er p 
Their ſingle towns thꝰ Iberian armies preſt; Reftrair 
We all their provinces at once inveſt: | Th' imp 


And, in a month, ruin their traffic more, 
Than that long war could, in an age, before. 
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But, who can always on the billows lie? 
The wat'ry wilderneſs yields no ſupply. 
Spreading our ſails, to Harwich we-reſort, 
And meet the beauties of the Britiſh court, 
Th illuſtrious Ducheſs, and her glorious train, 
(Like Thetis, with her nymphs) adorn the main, 
The gazing ſea-gods, ſince the * Papbian queen 
Sprung from among them, no ſuch ſight bad ſeen. 
Charm'd with the graces of a troop ſo fair, 
Thoſe deathleſs pow'rs for us themſelves declare: 
Reſoly'd the aid of Neptune's court to bring; 
And help the nation where ſuch beauties ſpring: 
The ſoldier here his waſted ſtore ſupplies, 
And takes new valor from the ladies eyes. 
Mean-while, like bees when ſtormy winter's gone, 
The Dutch (as if the ſea were all their own) 
Deſert their ports; and falling in their way, 
Our Hamburgh merchants are become their prey. 
Thus flouriſh they, before the approaching fight; 
As dying tapers give a blazing light. 
To check their pride, our fleet half victual'd goes; 
Enough to ſerve us till we reach our foes. 
Who now appear ſo numerous, and bold, 
The action worthy of our arms we hold. 
A greater force than that which here we find, 
Ne er preſs'd the ocean nor employ'd the wind. 
Reſtrain'd a- while by the unwelcome night, 
Th'impatient Engliſh ſcarce attend the light. 


" ® Venus, 
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But now the morning. (heav'o ſeverely clear!) 


To the fierce work indulgent does appear : 
And Phoebus lifts above the waves his light, 


That he may ſee, and thus record the fight. Proud 
As when loud winds from diffrent quarters ruſh, Wl Made 
Vaſt clouds incountring one another cruſh: Wort 
With ſwelling ſails, ſo, from their ſev'ral coaſts, The t 
Join the Batavian, and the Britiſh, hoſts. Bearir 
For a leſs prize, with leſs concern, and rage, Yet, 1 
The Roman fleets at àctium did engage: More 
They, for the empire of the world they knew; From 
Theſe, for the old contend, and for the new. It mi 
At the firſt ſhock, with blood, and powder flain'd, +Thr 
Nor heav'n nor fea, their former face retain'd: And d 
Fury, and art, produce effects ſo ſtrange, Happy 
They trouble nature, and-her viſage change. More 
Where burning ſhips the baniſh'd ſun ſupply, On fu 
And no light ſhines, but that by which men die; For ſu 
There York appears; ſo prodigal is he Who 
Of royal blood. as. antient as the ſea.! To ha 
Which down to him, ſo many ages told, Ther 
Has thro? the veins of mighty monarchs roll/d! To et 
The great Achilles march'd not to the field, $0 tret 
Of his 


Till Vulcan that impenetrable ſhicld, 

And arms, had wrought" yet there no bullets flew; 
But ſhafts, and darts, which the weak Phrygians then Before 
Our bolder hero on the deck does ſtand 
Expos'd, the bulwark of bis native land: 
Defenſive arms laid by, as uſeleſs here, 

Where maſſy balls the neighb'ring rocks do tear. 
I 


rew 
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dme pow r unſeen thoſe princes does protect, 

Who for their country thus themſelves neglect. 
Againſt him firſt ')pdam his ſquadron leads, 

Proud of his late ſucceſs againſt the Swedes: 

Made by that action, and his high command, 

Worthy to periſh by a prince's hand. 

The tall. Batavian in a vaſt ſhip. rides, 

Bearing an army in her hollow ſides : 

Yet, not inclin'd the Engliſh ſhip to board, 

More on his guns relies, than on his ſword; 

From whence a fatal volley we receiv'd, 

I miſs d the Duke, but his great heart it griev'd ; 

+ Three worthy perſons from his (ide it tore, 

And dy'd his garment with their ſcatter'd gore. 

Happy! to whom this glorious death arrives; 

More to be valu'd than a thouſand lives ! 

On ſuch a theatre, as this, to die; 

For ſuch a cauſe, and ſuch a witneſs by! 

Who would not thus a ſacrifice be made, 

To have his blood on ſuch an altar laid? 

The reſt about him ſtrook with horror. ſtood, 

To ſee their leader cover'd o'er with blood: 

5 trembled Jacob, when he thought the ſtains 

Of his ſon's coat had iſſu'd from his veins. 

He feels no wound, but in his troubled thought ; 

before, for honor; now, revenge, he fought: 

His friends in pieces torn, (the bitter news 


Not brought by Fame) with his own eyes he views. 


7 Earl of Falmouth, Lord Mutkerry, and Mr. Boyle. 
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19 | POEMS UPON 
His mind at once reflecting on their youth, 
Their worth, their love, their valor, and their truk: 
The joys of court, their mothers, and their wiyes, 
To follow him, abandon'd, —and their lives! 

He ſtorms, and ſhoots: but flying bullets now, 
To execute his rage, appear too flow-: 

They miſs, or ſweep but common ſouls away; 
For ſuch a loſs, Opdam his life muſt pay. 
Encouraging his men, he gives the word, 

With fierce intent that hated ſhip to board: 

And make the guilty. Dutch, with his own arm, 
Wait on his friends, while yet their blood is warms 
His winged veſſel like-an eagle ſhows, 

When thro? the clouds to truſs a ſwan ſhe goes: 
The Belgian ſhip unmov'd, like ſome hoge rock 

' Inhabiting the'ſea, expects the ſhock. 

From both the fleets mens eyes are bent this way, 
Neglecting all the bus'nefs of the day: 

Bullets their flight, and guns their noiſe ſuſpend; 
The ſilent ocean does-th” event attend; 

| Which leader ſhall the doubtful vict'ry bleſs, 
And give an earneſt of the war's ſucceſs : 

When heav'n itſelf, for England to declare, 
Turns ſhip, and men, and tackle into air. 

Their new commander from his charge is toſt, 
Which + that young prince had ſo unjuſtly loſt, 
Whoſe great progenitors, with better fate, 

And better conduct, ſway'd their. infant Nate. 


+ Prince of Orange. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. . 7 
His flight tow'rds heav'n th” aſpiring Belgian took; 
But fell, like Phaeton, with thunder ſtrook: 
From vaſter hopes than his, he ſeem'd to fall, 
That durſt attempt the Britiſh admiral: 
From her broadſides a ruder flame is thrown, -- 
Than from the fiery chariot of the ſun : 
That, bears the radiant enſign of the day; 
And ſhe, tho flag that governs in the ſea; 
- The Duke, (ill-pleas'd that fire ſhould thus prevent 
The work, which for his brighter ſword he meant) 
Anger ſtill burning in his valiant breaſt, 
Goes to complete revenge upon the reſt. 
$0, on the guardleſs herd; their keeper lain, 
Ruſhes a tiger in the Libyan plain. 
The Dutch; accuſtom'd to the raging ſea, 
And in black ſtorms the frowns of heav'n to ſee, 
Never met tempeſt which more urg'd their fears, 
Than that which in the prince's look appears. 
Fierce, goodly, young! Mars he reſembles, when 
Jove ſends him down to ſcourge perfidious men : 
Such as with foul ingratitude have paid, 
Both thoſe that led, and thoſe that gave them aid. 
Where he gives on, diſpoſing of their fates, 
Terror, and death, on his loud cannon waits: 
Vith which he pleads bis brother's cauſe ſo well, 
He ſhakes the throne to which he does appeal. 
The ſea with ſpoils his angry bullets ſtrow, 
Widows, and orphans, making as they go: 
Betore his ſhip, fragments of veſſcls torn, 
Flags, arms, and Belgian carcaſſes, are born: 

| P 3 
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And his deſpairing foes, to flight inclin'd, 
Spread all their canvas to invite the wind. 
So, the rude Boreas, where he liſts to blow, 
Makes clobds above, and billows fly below, 
Beating the ſhore; and with a boiſt'rous rage, - 
Does heav'n at once, and earth, and ſea engage. 
The Dutch, elſewhere, did thro' the wat'ry field 
Perform enough to have made others yield; 
But Engliſh courage, growing as they fight, 
In danger, noife, and ſlaughter, takes delight: 

Their bloody taſk, unweary'd (till, they ply, 
Only reſtrain'd by death, or victory. 
Iron, and lead, from earth's dark entrails torn, 
Like ſhow'rs of hail, from either ſide are born: 
So high the rage of wretched mortals goes, 
Hurling their mother's bowels at their foes ! 
Ingeniaus to their ruin, ev'ry age 
Improves the arts, and inſtruments, of rage: 
Death-baſt'ning ills nature enough has ſent, 
And yet men ſtill a thouſand more invent 
But Bacchus now, which led the Belgians on 
So fierce at firſt, to favour us begun: 
Brandy, and wine, (their wonted friends) at length 
Render them uſeleſs, and betray their ſtrength. 
So corn in fields, and io the garden flow'rs, 
Revive, and raiſe themſelves, with mod'rate ſhow'rs: 
But over-charg'd with never-cealicg rain, 
Become too moiſt, and bend their heads again. 
Their recling ſhips on one another fall, 


Without a foe enough to ruin all, 
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lis diſorder, and the fav'ring wind, 

e watchful Engliſh ſuch advantage find: 
jps fraught with fire among the heap they throw, 
op the ſo entangled Belgians. blow. 

i fame invades the powder-rooms ; and then, 

tir guns ſhoot bullets, and their veſſels men. 

» ſcorch'd Batavians on the billows float; 

it from their own, to paſs in Charon's, boat, 

lud now, our Royal Admiral ſucceſs 

th all the marks of victory) does bleſs: 

e burning ſhips, the taken, and the ſlain, 

im his triumph o'er the conquer'd main. 

ner to Holland as their baſty flight 

ries the noiſe, and tumult, of the fight; 

cannons roar, fore-runner of his fame. 

es their Hague tremble, and their Amſterdam ; 
e Britiſh thunder does their houſes rock, 

be Duke ſeems at every door to knock, 
dreadful ſtreamer, (like a comet's hair, 

eu ning deſtruction) haſtens their deſpair: 

les them deplore their ſcatter'd fleet as loſt; 

i fear our preſent landing on their coaſt. 

le trembling Dutch th' approaching prince behold, 
ſeep a lion, leaping tow'rds their fold: 

ie piles, which ſerve them to repel the main, 

| think too weak his fury to reſtrain. 

hat wonders may not Engliſh valor work, 

aby th! example of victorious Vork? 

r what defence againſt him can they make, 

bo, at ſuch diſtance, does their country ſhake ? 


87 
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* His fatal hand their bulwarks will o'erthrow; MW. v 
And let in both the ocean, and the foe.! i val 
Thus cry the people: —and their land to keep, 
Allow our title to command the deep: 
Blaming their States ill conduct, to provoke 
Thoſe arms, which freed them from the spaniſb ye 
Painter! excuſe me, if I have a-while hoſe 
Forgot thy art and us'd another ſtyle: inter 
For, tho' you draw arm'd heroes as they ſit; x clu 


The taſk in battle does the Muſes fit : we ha 
They. in the dark confuſion of a fipht, | 
Diicover all; inſtru us how to write; 1 rep 
And light, and honour, to brave actions yield; hich 
Hid in the ſmoke, and tumult, of the field. he na 


Ages to come ſhall know that leader's toil, 
And his great name, on whom the Muſes ſmile: 
Their dictates here let thy fam'd pencil trace; 
And this relation with thy colors grace. | 
Then draw the parliament, the nobles met; uast 
And our + Great Monarch, high above them ſet: Wiper, : 
Like young Avgultus let his image be, 
Triumphing for that victory at ſea; 


Where 4 Egypt's queen and Eaſtern kings, o erthꝗ . 
Made the poſſcflion of the world his own. eſeend 
Laſt draw the commons at his royal feet, 
Pouring-out treaſure to ſupply his fleet : ls thur 
They vow with lives, and fortunes, to maintain 

Their King's eternal title to the main: ete hat 


+ Charles 1, Cleopatra. K. 
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I with a preſent to the Duke, approve 
i yalor, conduct, and his country's love. 


To the + KING, 


RzaT Sir! diſdain not in this piece to ſtand, 
Supreme commander” both of ſea and land; 

hoſe which inhabit the coeleſtial bow'r, 

unters expreſs with emblems of their pow'r; 

s club Alcides, Phoebus has his bow, 

ve has his thunder, and your navy You. 

But your great providence no colors here 

1 repreſent ; nor pencil draw that care, 

hich keeps you waking, to ſecure our peace, 

de nation's glory, and our trade's increaſe: 

vu, for theſe ends, whole days in council fit ; 

id the diverſions of your youth forget. 

Small were the worth of valor, and of force, 
your high wiſdom govern d not their courſe: 
u as the ſoul, as the firſt mover you, 

gor, and life on ev'ry part beſtow : Th 

ow to build ſhips, and dreadful ord'nance caſt, 

ltrudt the artiſts; and reward their haſte. 


eſcends to viſit Vulcan's ſmoaky cave 

exching the brawny. Cyclops how to frame 
thunder, mix'd with terror, wrath, and flame. 
ad the old Greeks diſcover'd your abode, 
tte had not been the cradle of their. gods 


+ X. Charles. II. 


80. Jove himſelf, when Typhon heav'n does brave, 
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On that ſmall iſland they had look'd with ſcory; uin de 
And in Great Britain thought the thund'rer born, Mie molt 
hey tha 
is' d b 


A Preſage of the Ruin of the TREK ISH Emyi 
preſented to his Majeſty King James II. uM... 
Birth- day. 1 


_ E James the ſeeond grac'd'the Britiſh thru Lr the 
Trace, well obſerv'd, has been infring'd by na ith lau 
Chriſtians to him their preſent union owe, all the 
And late ſucceſs againſt the common foe : hat ſto 
While neighb'ring princes, loth-to urge their fate, Wh io 
Court his aſſiſtance, and ſuſpend their hate, to ſe 
So, angry bulls the combat do forbear. The 
When from the wood a lion does appear. bat fat 
This happy day peace to our iſland ſent; hat for 

As now he gives it to the continent. Which | 
A prince more fit, for ſuch a glorious taſk, The 
Than England's king, from heav'n we cannot alk: WF" a 
He, (great, and good!) proportion'd to the work, ho' ſl 
Their ill-drawn ſwords ſhall turn againſt the Turk, be! 
Such kings, like ſtars with influence unconfin d mer. 
Shine with aſpect propitious to mankind; . 0d his 
Favor the innocent, repreſs the bold; The 
And, while they flouriſh, make an age of gold. riſtia 
Bred in the camp, fam'd for his valor young; It jarr 
At ſea ſucceſsful, vigorous, and ſtrong; did no 
His fleet, his army, and his mighty mind, ace t 
Eſtee m, and rev'rence, throꝰ the world do find. ult t 
A prince, with ſuch advantages as theſe, Th 
Where he perſuades not, may command a peace, re 
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uin deelaring for the juſter fide, | 

moſt ambitious will forget their pride; 

key that complain will their endeavours ceaſe, 

d by him, incline to preſent peace; 

in tothe Turk's deſtruction; and then bring 

| their:pretences to ſo juſt a king. 

If the ſucceſsful troublers of mankind, 

th laurel crown'd, ſo great applauſe do find; 

all the vex'd world leſs honor yield to thoſe 

bat ſtop their progreſs, and their rage oppoſe? 

ext to that pow'r which does the ocean awe, 

to ſet bounds, and give ambition law. 

The Britiſh monarch ſhall the glory have, 

hat famous Greece remains no longer ſlave: 

hat ſource of art, and cultivated thought ! 

bich they, to Rome; and Romans, hither brought, 
The baniſh'd muſes-ſhall no longer mourn ; 

„may with Liberty to Greece return: 

ho'ſlayes, (like birds that ſing not in a cage) 

hey loſt their genius, and poetic rage; 

omers again, and Pindars, may be found ; 

ad his great actions with their numbers crown'd, 

The Turks yaſt empire does united ſtand; 

iſtians, divided under the command 

If jarring princes, would be ſoon undone, 

did not this hero make their int'reſt one: 

ſeace to embrace, ruin the common foe, 

alt the croſs, and lay the creſcent low. 
Thus may the goſpel to the riſing ſun 

. ſpread, and flouriſh where it firſt begun: 
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wo POEMS UPON 
And this great day, (fo-juſtly bonor'd here?) 
Known to the eaſt, and celebrated there. 


* Haec ego longaevus cecini tibi. maxime regum 
*« Auſus et ipſe manu juvenum tentare laborem o 
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To the DucHess, when he preſented this Bock 
her RoYAL HiGHNEss, 


M ADAM ! I here preſent you with the rage, 

1 And with the beauties, of a former age: 
Wiſhing you may with as great pleaſure view 
This, as we take in gazing upon you. 

Thus we writ then: your brighter eyes inſpire 
A nobler flame, and raiſe our genius higher. 
While we your wit, and early knowledge, fear, 
To our productions we become ſevere: 

Your matchleſs beauty gives our fancy wing; 
Your judgment makes us careful how we ſing. 
Lines not compos d. as heretofore, in haſte, 
Poliſh'd like marble, ſhall like marble laſt: 
And make you through as many ages ſhine, 

As Taſſo has the heroes of your line. 

Tho! other names our wary writers uſe, 
You are the ſubject of the Britiſh muſe : 
Dilating miſchief to yourſelf unknown, 

Men write, and die, of wounds they dare not owl: 
So, the bright ſun burns all our graſs away, 
While it means nothing but to give us day. 
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Theſe VERSES were writ in the Taſſo of her 
 RoYaAL HiGHNsss, 


l 9 ASSO knew how the fairer ſex to grace; 
* gut in no one durſt all perfection place: 


In her alone that owns this book, is ſeen 

Bon Clorinda's ſpirit, and her lofty mien; 
Sophronia's piety, Erminia's truth, 
Armida's charms, her beauty, and her youth, 

e, Our princeſs here, as in a glaſs, does dreſs 
Her well-taught mind ; and ev'ry grace expreſs, 
More to our wonder, than Rinaldo fought : 


The hero's race excells the poet's thought, 
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Floriferis ut apes in ſaltibus omnia libant.; 

Sic nos Scri»turac depaſeimur aurea dicta; 

Aurea! perpetua ſemper digniſſima vita! * ® 

Nam Divinus Amor cum coepit vociterari, | 
Diffugiunt animi terrores. Lucietius, Lib. 3, 


Exul eram, requieſque mihi, non fama, petita eſt, 
Mens intenta ſuis ne foret uſque malis: * * 
Namque ubi mota calent ſacri mea pectora mus3, 

Altior humano ſpiritus ille malo eſt. 
Ovid. de Triſt, Lib. 4, El. 1. 


THE ARGUMENTS, 


E Ser 1 1 
A 0 ip ur 3 in which 


creation, 


III. The ſam | 1 
— e love more amply declared in our re- 


IV. How neeeſſary this love is to reform i 
how excellent in itſelf. NP hg 


V. Shewing how happy the world would be, if this 
love were univerſally embrac'd. 


VI. Of ene this love in our me 
mory ; 
uſeful the contemplation thereof is. olſen 


II. The preference and love of God to man in the 
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HE Grecian muſe has all their gods ſurviv'd, 
Nor Jove at us, nor Phoebus is arriv'd: 
Frail deities ! which firſt the poets made, 
lud then invok'd, to give their fancies aid. 
let, if they ſtill divert us with their rage, 
bat may. be hop'd for in a better age; 
When, not from Helicon's imagin'd ſpring, 
But ſacred writ, we borrow what we ſing ? 
This with the fabric of the world begun; 
Elder than light, and ſhall out-laſt the ſun. 
Before this oracle, like Dagon, all 
The falſe pretenders, Delphos, Ammon, fall: 
Long ſince deſpis'd, and filent, they afford 
Honour, and triumph, to th' eternal word. 
As late philoſophy our globe has grac'd, 
And rowling earth among the planets plac'd: 
$ has this book. intitled us to heav'n; 
And rules, to guide us to that manſion, giv'n: 
Tells the conditions how our peace was made; 
And is our pledge for the great Author's aid, 
tis pow'r in nature's ample book we find; 
but the leſs volume does expreſs his mind. 

This light unknown, bold Epicurus taught, 
That his bleſt Gods vouchafe us not a thought :. 
but unconcern'd, let all below them flide, 
ks fortune does, or humane wiſdom, guide. 
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Religion thus remoy'd, the ſacred yoke, 

And band of all ſociety, is broke: 

What uſe of oaths, of promiſe, or of teſt, 

| Where men regard no god, but intereſt? 
What endleſs war would jealous nations tear, 
If none above did witneſs what they ſwear ? 
Sad fate of unbelievers, and yet juſt, 

Among themſelves to find ſo little truſt ! 
Were ſcripture filent, nature would proclaim, 
Without a god, our falſhood, and our ſhame. 
To know our thoughts the object of his eyes, 
Is the firſt ſtep tow'rds being good, or wiſe: 
For, tho*. with judgment we on things reflect, 
Our will determines, not our intellect: 

Slaves to their paſſion, reaſon men employ 
Only to compaſs what they wonld enjoy. 

His fear, to guard us from ourſelves, we need; 
And ſacred writ our reaſon does exceed, 

For, tho? heav'n ſhews the glory of the Lord, 
Yet ſomething ſhines more glorious in his word: 
His mercy this, (which all his work excells!) 
His tender kindneſs, and compaſſion, tells: 
While we, inform'd by that coeleſtial book, 
Into the bowels of our maker look. 

Love there reveal'd, (which never ſhall have end, 
Nor had beginning) ſhall our ſong commend: 
Deſcribe itſelf, and warm us with that flame, 


Which firſt from heav'n, to make us happy, came. 
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CANTO IL 


T HE fear of hell, or aiming to be bleft, 

Savors too much of private intereſt, 

This mov'd not Moſes, nor the zealous Paul; 

Who for their friends abandon'd ſoul and all: 

| greater yet from heav'n to hell deſcends, 

To ave, and make his enemies his friends, 

Vhat line of praiſe can fathom ſuch a love, 

Which reach'd the loweſt bottom from above? 

The f royal prophet, that extended grace 

From heav'n to earth, meaſur'd but half that ſpace, 

The law was regnant, and confin'd his thought; 

fell was not conquer'd, when that poet wrote: 

Reav'n was ſcarce heard of, until He came down 

To make the region, where love triumphs, known, 
That early love of creatures yet unmade, 

To frame the world th' Almighty did perſwade, 

for, love it was that firſt created light, 

Moy'd on the waters, chas'd away the night 

from the rude chaos; and beſtow'd new grace 

bn things diſpos'd of to their proper place; 

dome, to reſt here; and ſome, to ſhine above: 

larth, ſea, and heay'n, were all the effects of love, 

And love would be return'd. But, there was none 

That to themſelves, or others, yet were known: 


+ David, 


| - Worthy alone to celebrate his name 


188 POEMS UP ON. SI 
The world a palace was without a gueſt, 
Till one appears, that muſt excel the reſt: 

One! like the Author, whoſe capacious mind 
Might, by the glorious work, the Maker find: 
Might meaſure heav'n, and give each ſtar a name; 
With art, and courage, the rough ocean tame; 
Over the globe with ſwelling ſails might go, 

And that tis round, by his experience know: 
Make ſtrongeſt beaſts obedient to bis will, 

And ſerve his uſe the fertile earth to till. 

When, by his Word, GoD had accompliſh'd all, 
Man to ereate he did a council call: 

Employ'd his hand, to give the duſt he took 

A graceful figure, and majeſtic look : 

With his own breath, convey'd into his breaſt 
Life, and a ſoul fit to command the reſt : 


For ſuch a gift ; and tell from whence it came. 
Birds ſing his praiſes in a wilder note; 
But not with laſting numbers, ard with thought; 
Man's great prerogative | But above all 
His grace abounds, in his new fav'rite's fall. 
If he create, it is a world he makes; 
If he be angry, the creation ſhakes: 
From his juſt wrath our guilty parents fled : 
He curſt the earth, but bruis'd the ſerpent's head. 
| Amidſt the ſtorm, his bounty did exceed, 
In the rich promiſe of the Virgin's ſeed : 
Tho! juſtice death, as ſatisfaction, craves, 
Love finds a way to pluck us from our graves. 


$EVERAL OCCASIONS. 


CANTO m. 


0T willing terror ſnould his image move; 
He gives a pattern of eternal love; 

zn deſcends, to treat a peace with thoſe 

4 were, and mult have ever been, his foes, 

e became, and left his glorious ſeat, 

wke us humble, and to make us great: 

kineſs here was happineſs to give 

e, whoſe malice could not let him live. 

yions of angels, which he might have us d, 

wreſolv'd to periſh) he refus'd : 

they ſtood ready to prevent his loſs, 

took him up, and nail'd him to the crofs. 

tal love! which in his bowels reign'd, 

ve might be by ſuch great love conſtrain'd 

take return of love: upon this pole 

luty does, and our religion, rowl. 

Ine is to believe, to hope, to know; 

a eſſay, a taſte, of heav'n below 

| to proud potentates would not be known; 

ole that lov'd him, he was hid from none. 

ore appear, we live in anxious doubt; 

noak will vaniſh, when that flame breaks out: 

lu the fire that would conſume our droſs, 

* and make us richer by the loſs. 

uld we forbear diſpute, and practiſe love, 

wuld agree, as angels do above; 
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Where love preſides: not vice alone does find 
No entrance there, but virtnes {tay behind: 
Both faith, and hope, and all the meaner train 
Of moral virtues, at the door remain. 


Love only enters. as a native there; 0 glc 
For, born in heav'n, it does but ſojourn here. of 

He that alone would wiſe, and mighty, be, etched 
Commands that others love, as well as he. in hi 


Love as he lov'd !— How can we ſoar ſo high?— Wi lov 
He can add wir gs, when he commands to fly. 
Nor ſhould we be «ith this command diſmay d; Wh, ges 


He that examples gives, will give his aid i whil 
For, he took fleth, that where his precepts fail, 's be 
His proctice. as a pattern, may prevail. Nn 


His love at once, and dread, inſtruct our thought His x 
As man he ſuffer'd and as God he tau ht 
Will, for the deed, he takes; we may with eaſe 
Obedient be. for if we love, we pleaſe. gez 
Weak th? we are, to love is no hard taſk; 
And love for love is all that heav'n does aſk. 
Love! that would all men juſt, and temp'rate, M eie 
Kind to themſelves, and others, for his ſake, ev 
'Tis with our minds, as with a fertile ground Wits 
Wanting this love, they muſt with weeds abounc ih | 
(Unruly paſſions) whoſe eſſects are worſe 
Than thorns, and thiſtles, ſpringing from the cura 


CANT O Iv. 


o glory man, or miſery, is born; 

of his proud foe the envy, or the ſcorn ; 
etched he is, or happy, in extreme; 
in himſelf, but great in heav'n's eſteem : 
ih love, of all created things the beſt: 
out it, more pernicious than the reſt, 
x, greedy wolves unguarded ſheep devour 
while their hunger laſts, and then give oer: 
1; boundleſs avarice his want exceeds, 
Hon his neighbours, round about him, feeds, 
lis pride, and vain ambition, are ſo vaſt, 
ut, deluge-like, they lay whole nations waſte : 
kauches, and exceſs (tho? with leſs noiſe) 
preat a portion of mankind deſtroys. 
e beaſts, and monſters, Hercules oppreſt, 


t, in that age, ſome provinces infeſt : 

e, bee more deſtructive monſters are the bane 
, f ery age, and in all nations reign: 

un 


t ſoon would vaniſh, if the world were bleſs'd 
ih ſacred love, by which they are repreis'd. 
Wa vex'd conſcience, mingling with their joy 


| love appearing, all thoſe terrors fly ; 
te contented, and contented die. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. rg, 


Impendent death, and guilt that threatens hell, 
dreadful gueſts, which here with mortals dwell; 


wohn of cep. r. does their whole life annoy : 
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792 POEMS UPON. 


They in whoſe breaſt this ſacred love has place, 
Death, as a paſſ.ge to their joy, embrace. per 
Clouds, and thick vapours which obſcure the M g th 
The ſun's victorious beams may chaſe away; 
Thoſe which our life corrupt, and darken, love 
(The nobler ſtar !) muſt from the ſoul remoye, le 
Spots are obſerv'd in that which bounds the year d 
This brighter ſun moves in a boundleſs ſphere; Wi 3 


Of heav'n the joy, the glory, and the light; L 
Shines among angels, and admits no night, Love 
Tyget 

| but . 


 H HIS iron age, (fo fraudulent, and bold! 
Touch'd with this love, would be an age o 
Not, as they feign'd, that oaks ſhould honey dre 
Or land neglected bear an unſown crop: 
Love would make all things eaſy, ſafe, and cheay 
None for himſelf would cither ſow, or reap: 


Our ready help, and mutual love, would yield Hum 
A nobler harveſt, than the richeſt field. imo 
Famine, and death, confin'd to certain parts, Love 
Extended are by barrenneſs of hearts. Vith 
Some pine for want, where others ſurfeit now ; Wi "be: 
But then we ſhould the uſe of plenty know. be 


Love would betwixt the rich, and needy, ſtand; I "tis 
And ſpread heav'n's bounty with an equal band: Lon 
At once the givers, and receivers, bleſs; 


Increaſe their joy, and make their ſufſ rings lf 


"SEVERAL OCCASIONS 


no for himſelf no miracle would make, 
jpens'd with ſev'ral for the people's ſake: 
i: that, long faſting, would no wonder ſhow, 
Made loaves, and fiſhes, as they eat them, grow, 
(fall his pow'r, which boundleſs was above, 
ove, Wil he us'd none, but to expreſs his love: 
year Wo foch a love would make our joy exceed, 
ere; Nu uben our own, but other mouths, we feed. 
Laws will be uſeleſs, which rude nature awe; 
Love, changing nature, would prevent the law: 
Tigers, and lions, into dens we thruſt; : 
it milder creatures with their freedom truſt. 
Devils are ebain'd, and tremble: but the ſpouſe 
No force, but love, nor bond, but bounty, knows. 
Men, (hom we now ſo fierce, and dang'rous ſee} 
Vould guardian angels to each other be: 
uch wonders can this mighty love perform; 
fultures to doves, wolves into lambs transform 
Lore, what Iſaiah propheſy'd, can do, 
El the valleys, lay the mountains low; 
Humble the lofty, the dejected raiſe, 
ooh, and make ſtreight, our rough and crooked 
Lore, ſtrong as death, and like it, levels all; [ways. 
Vith that poſſeſt, the great in title fall: 
Themſelves eſteem but equal to the leaſt, 
Vhom heav'n with that high character has bleſt. 
This love, the center of our union, can 
lone beſtow complete repoſe on man: 
Tane his wild appetite, make inward peace, 
Ind foreign ſtrife among the nations ceaſe, 
K t 
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194 POEMS UPON 

No martial trumpet ſhould diſturb our reſt, 
4 Nor princes arm, tho” to ſubdue the eaſt; 
Where, for the tomb, ſo many heroes (taught 
By thoſe that guided their devotion) fought, 
Thrice-happy we, could we like ardor have 
To gain his love, as they to win his grave! 
Love as he lov'd ! a love ſo unconfin'd, 
With arms extended, would embrace mankind, 
Self- love would ceaſe, or be dilated, when 
We ſhould behold as many ſelfs, as men: 
All of one family, in blood ally'd, 
His pretious blood, that for our ranſom dy id! 


CANT O VI. 


= cl. tanto. ; * 
r F 


T*. the creation, (ſo tivinely taught !) 
Prints ſuch a lively image on our thought, 
That the firſt ſpark of new-created light, 
From chaos ſtrook, affects our preſent ſight: 
Yet, the firſt Chfiſtians did eſteem more bleſt 
The day of riſing, than the day of reſt ; 
That ev'ry week might new occaſion give, 
To make his triumph in their mem'ry live. 
Then, let our muſe compoſe a ſacred charm, 
| To keep his blood, among us, ever warm: 
And ſinging, as the bleſſed do above, 
With oor laſt breath dilate this flame of love. 
But, on ſo vaſt a ſubject, who can find 
Words that may reach th' ideas of his mind? 
2 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS 


Our language fails: or, if it could ſupply, 

What mortal thought can raiſe itſelf ſo high? 

Deſpairing here, we might abandon art, 

And only hope to have it in our heart. 

But, tho? we find this ſacred taſk too hard, 

jet the deſign, th* endeavour, brings reward. 

The contewplation does ſuſpend our woe, 

And make a truce with all the ills we know, 

As Saul's afflicted ſpirit, from the ſound 

Of David's harp, a preſent ſolace found: 

$9, on this theme while we our muſe engage, 

No wounds are felt, of fortune, or of age. 

0n divine love to meditate is peace, 

And makes all care of meaner things to ceaſe. 
Amaz'd at once, and comforted, to find 

A boundleſs pow r ſo infinitely kind; 

The ſoul contending to that light to flie 

From her dark cell, we practiſe how to die: 

Employing thus the poet's winged art, 

To reach this love, and grave it in our heart. 

Joy ſo complete, ſo ſolid, and ſevere, 

Would leave no place for meaner pleaſures there: 

Pale they wonld look, as ſtars that muſt be gone. 

When from the eaſt the rifing ſun comes on. 


POEMS UPON 


OF THE 
FEAR OF GO D.: 
IN TWO CANTORES. 


TANTO L 


HE fear of God is freedom, joy, and peace; 
And makes all ills that vex us here to ceaſe: 
Tho? the word, fear, ſome men may ill indure, 
"Tis ſuch a fear, as only makes ſecure. 
Aſk of no angel to reveal thy fate; 
Look in thy heart, the mirror of thy ſtate, 
He that invites will not th' invited mock ; 
Op'ning to all, that do in earneſt knock. 
Our hopes are all well grounded on this fear ; 
All our aſſurance rolls upon that ſphere. 
This fear, that drives all other fears away, 
Shall be my ſong; the morning of our day! 
Where that fear is, there's nothing to be fear'd ; 
It brings from heav'n an angel for a guard: 
Tranquility, and peace, this fear does give; 
Hell gapes for thoſe that do without it live. 
It is a beam, which he on man lets fall, 
Of light; by which he made, and governs, all, 
'Tis God alone ſhould not offended be; 
But we pleaſe others, as more great than he. 
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SEVERAL OCCASTONS. 
For « good cauſe, the ſufferings of man 

un well be born: tis more than angels can. 
Map, ſince his fall, in no mean ſtation reſts, 
lbove the angels, or below the beaſts. 

ge with true joy their hearts does only fill, 
That thirſt, and hunger, to perform his will. 
Others, tho? rich, ſhall in this world be vext ; 
Ind ſadly live, in terror of the next. 

The world's great conqu'ror would his point purſue; * 
lud wept, becauſe he could not find a new: 
Which had he done, yet ſtill he would have cry'd; 
Tomake him work, until a third he ſpy'd. 
Inbition, avarice, will nothing owe 

To heav'n itſelf, unleſs it make them grow. 

Tho' richly fed, man's care does ſtill exceed: 

Rs but one mouth, yet: would a thouſand feed. 

In wealth, and honor, by ſuch men poſſeſt, 

[fit increaſe not, there is found no reſt. 

lil their delight is while their wiſh comes in; 

kad when it ſtops, as there had nothing been. 

Ti ſtrange; men ſhould negle their preſent ſtore, 
ind take no joy, but in purſuing more; 

No: tho? arriv'd at all the world can aim: 

This is-the mark, and glory, of our frame. 

A foul capacious of the deity, 

luthing, but he that made, can ſatisfy. 

ithouſand worlds, if we with him compare, 

les than ſo many drops of water are. 


Alexander. 
R3- 


x98 POEMS UPON 
| Men take no pleaſure, but in new deſigns: 
And what they hope for, what they have, out-ſhine 
Our ſheep, and oxen, ſeem no more to crave; 
With full content feeding on what they have: 
Vex not themſelves for an increaſe of ſtore ; 
But think to-morrow we ſhall give them more. 
What we from day to day receive from heay'n, 
They do from us expect it ſhould be giv'n, 
We made them not, yet they on us rely; 
More than vain men upon the deity ; 
More beaſts than they! that will not underſtand, 
That we arc fed from his immediate hand. 
Man, that in him has being, moves, and lives, 
What can he have, or uſe. but what he gives? 
So that no bread can nouriſhment afford, 
Or uſeful be, without his ſacred word. 


CANT O II. 


Ern praiſes conquerors for ſhedding blood: 
Heav'n, thoſe that love their foes, and do th 
It is terreſtrial honor, to be crown'd [god 
For ſtrowing men, like ruſhes, on the ground. 
True glory 'tis to riſe above them all, 
Without th' advantage taken by their fall. 

He that in fight diminiſhes mankind, 

Does no addition to his ſtature find : Like 
But, he that does a noble nature ſhow, | Ink 
Obliging others, ſtill does higher grow. And 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, x99 
For virtue praCtis'd ſuch an habit gives 
ſhin-MThit among men he like an angel lives. 
Jumbly he doth, and without envy, dwell ; 

Iod, and admir'd, by thoſe hie does excell. 

fools anger ſhew, which politicians hide? 

geſt with this fear, men let it not abide. : - 

The humble man, when he receives a wrong, 

Refers revenge to whom it doth belong. 

Nor ſees he reaſon why be ſhould engage, 

(r vex his ſpirit, for another's rage. 

„ he'd on a rock, vain men he pities toſt 

0n raging waves, and in the tempeſt loſt. 

The rolling planets, and the glorious ſun, 

{ill keep that order which theyc ſirſt begun 
They their firſt leſſon conſtantly repeat, 
Which their Creator, as a law, did ſet. 
kbove, below, exactly all obey : 

But wretched men have found another way; 
Knowledge of good, and evil, as at firſt, 

(That vain perſuaſion!) keeps them till accurſt! 
The ſacred word refuſing as a guide, 

ayes they become to luxury, and pride. | 9 
bs clocks, remaining in the ſkilful hand 161 
0f ſome great maſter, at the figure ſand; ws 
but when abroad, neglected they do go, 

At random ſtrike, and the falſe hour do ſhow: 
from our Maker wandering, we ſtray ; 
Like birds, that know not to their neſts the way, 
In him we dwelt before our exile here: 

And may, returning, find contentment chere: 
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0 P OEMS UPO N 
True joy may find, perfection of delight; 
Bebold his face, and ſhun eternal night. 

Silence, my muſe! make not theſe jewels cheap, D 
Expoſing to the world too large an heap. 


Of all we read, the ſacred writ is beſt; 
Where great truths are in feweſt words expreſt. 1 
* Wreſtling with death, theſe lines I did indite; 
No other theme could give my ſoul delight. r 
O, that my youth had thus employ'd my pen! s 


Or, that I now. could write as well as then 

But tis of grace, if ſickneſs, age, and pain, 

Are felt as throes, when we are born again : 
Timely they come to wean us from this earth; 
As pangs that wait upon a ſecond birth. 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 20 


OF 
DIVINE POESY. 


T W O Gir 


2 


ctaſion d upon gaht of the LIIId Chapter of Ifaiab, 
turn'd into Verſe WP Mrs. Wharton. 


CANTO. 1. 


DOE Ts we prize, when in their verſe we find 
Some great employment of a worthy mind. 
Ingels have been inquiſitive to know 
The ſecret, which this oracle does ſhow. 
bat was to come, Iſaiah did declare; 
hich ſhe deſcribes, as if ſhe had been there; 
ad ſeen the wounds, which to the reader's view 
e draws ſo lively, that they bleed a-new. 
Ivy thrives, which on the oak takes hold: 
\ with the prophet's, may her lines grow old! 
they hould die, who can the world forgive, 
och pious lines!) when wanton Sappho's live? 
do with his breath his image did inſpire, 
pects it ſhould foment a nobler fire: 
it love which brutes, as well as men, may know; 
t loye like his, to whom that breath we owe. 


20 %// "POEMS UPON 
Verſe ſo defign'd, on that high ſubjeQ: wrote, 
Is the perfection of an ardent thought : ; 
The ſmoke which we from burning incenſe raiſe, 
When we complete the ſacrifice of praiſe. 
In boundleſs verſe the fancy ſoars too high, 
For any object, but the Deity. 10 
What mortal can with heav'n pretend to ſhare Ivy 
In the ſuperlatives of wiſe, and fair ? = a 
A meaner ſubject when with theſe we grace, 
A giant's habit on a dwarf we place. 
. Sacred ſhould be the product of our muſe, 
Like that ſweet oil, above all private uſe; 
On pain of death forbidden to be made, 
But when it ſhould be on the altar laid. 
Verſe ſhews a rich ineſtimable vein, 
When, drop'd from heaven, tis thither ſent agai! 

Of bounty tis, that he admits our praiſe, 

Which does not him, but us that yield it, raiſe, 
For, as that angel vp to heav'n did riſe, 
Born on the flame of Manoah's ſacrifice: 
So, wing'd with praiſe, we penctrate the (ky; 
Teach clouds, and ſtars, to praiſe him as we fly; 
The whole creation, (by our fall made groan') 
His praiſe to echo, and ſuſpend their moan. 
For, that he reigns, all creatures ſhould rejoice; 
And we with ſongs ſupply their want of voice. 
The church triumphant, and the church below, 
In ſongs of praiſe their preſent union ſhow: 
Their joys are full: our expectation long; 
In life we differ, but we join in ſong. 


SEVERAL OCCASTONS. 
1s, and we, aſſiſted by this art, | 
12 together, tho' we dwell à part. 

ſhus we reach heav'n, while vainer bens muſt 
bigher riſe, than winds may lift the duſt. 


,n that they ſpring; this, from his breath that gave; 
the firſt duſt, th immortal ſoul we have. Y 
praiſe well ſung. (our great endeavour here) 


olf the duſt, and makes that breath appear, 


E that did firſt this way of writing grace, 
Convers'd with the Almighty face to face: 
ders he did in ſacred verſe untold, 
en he had more than eighty winters told: 
writer feels no dire eſſect of age; 
x verſe, that flows from ſo divine a rage, 
eſt of poets, he beheld the light, 
ben firſt it triumph'd o'er eternal night: 
xos he ſaw ; and could diſtinctly tell 
chat confuſion into order fell: 
i Wit conſulted with, he has expreſt 
e work of the Creator, and his reſt : 
the flood drown'd the firſt offending race, 


"7 Wic might the figure of our globe deface, 
s r, new-made earth, ſo even, and ſo fair, 


ts equal now, uncertain makes the air: 
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| That long-liv'd race did on their force rely, 


The hoſt of heaven, his Phoebus, and his Mars, 


Surpriz'd with heat and unexpected cold, 
Early diſtempers make our youth look old: 
Our days ſo evil. and fo few, may tel! 
That on the ruins of that world we dwell, 
Strong as the oaks that nouriſh'd them, and bigh, 


Neglectiog heav*n.. But we; of ſhorter date! 
Should be more mindful of-impendent Fate. 
To worms, that crawl upon this rubbiſh here, 
This ſpan of life may yet too long appear: 
Enough to humble, and to make us great, 

If it prepare us for a nobler ſeat. 

Which well- obſerving. he, in numerous lines, 
Taught wretched man how faſt his life declines: 
In whom he dwelt, before the world was made; 
And may again retire, when that ſhall fade. 
The laſting lliads have not liv'd ſo long, 

As his, and Deæborah's triumphant ſong. 
Delphos unknown, no muſe could them inſpire, 
But that which governs the cocleſtial choire, 
Heav'n to the pious did this art reveal; 

And from their ſtore ſuceceding poets ſteal : 
Homer's Scamander for the Trojans fought, 
And ſwell'd fo high, by her old Kiſhon taught: 
His river ſearee could fieree Achilles ſtay ; 
Hers, more fucceſsful, ſwept her foes away. 


He arms: inſtructed by her fighting ſtars, 
She led them all againſt the common foe : 
But he, (miſ- led by what be ſaw below!) 
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be pow rs above, like wretched men, divides, 
1 breaks their union into diff rent ſides. 

e nobleſt parts which in his heroes ſhine, 
be but copies of that heroine : 

Lmer himſelf, and Agamemnon, 'ſhe 

e writer could, and the commander, be. 
th ſhe relates, in a ſublimer ſtrain, 


x, what ſhe ſung, that Spirit did indite, 
nich gave her courage, and ſucceſs, in fight. 
double garland crowns the matchleſs dame; 
vm heav'n her poem, and her conqueſt came. 
Tho! of the-Jews ſhe merit moſt cſteem ; 

et here the Chriſtian has the greater theme: 
er martial Cong deſcribes how Siſera fell; 

is ſings our triamph over death, and hell. 
he riſing light-employ'd the ſacred breath 
f the bleſt Virgin, and Elizabeth. 
I" ſongs of joy the angels ſung his birth: 
lere, how he treated was upon the earth, 
rembling we read! th” affliction and the ſcorn, 
hich, for our guilt, ſo patiently was born! 
nception, birth, and fuff ring, all belong, 
Tho! various parts) to one coeleſtial ſong : 
ind ſhe, well uſing ſo divine an art, 
ths, in this conſort, ſung the tragic part. 
As Hannah's ſeed was vow'd to ſacred uſe; 

, here this lady conſecrates her Muſe. 

Vith like reward may heav'n her bed adorn, 
Vith fruit as fair, as by her muſe is born 
8 + 


Than all the tales the boldeſt Greeks could feign : 
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POEMS UPON 


On the Paraphraſe on the Lok D's Prayer, Writter 
R Mrs, WHARTON. 


CILence, you winds ! liſten etherial lights! 
> ' While our Urania ſings what heav'n indites: 
The numbers are the nymph's; but from above 
Deſcends the pledge of that eternal love. 

Here wretched-mortals have not leave alone, 
But are inſtructed, to approach his throne: 
And how can he to miſerable men 

Deny requeſts which his own hand did pen? 

In the Evangeliſts we find the proſe; 
Which, paraphras'd-by her, a poem grows ; 
A devout rapture ! ſo divine a bymn, : 
It may become the higheſt Seraphim wh 
For they, like her, in that cocleſtial choire, 
Sing only what the Spirit does inſpire 
Taught by our Lord. and theirs, with us they may 
For all, but pardon for offences, pray. 


Some Reflections of his upon the ſeveral Petitions 
the ſame Prayer. 

ſhe ſett 

T.L.TIS facred name, with reverence profound, 

| Should mention'd be, and trembling at tt 
ſound! 

It was J-hovah ; *tis our Father now; 1 


So low to us does heav'n vouchſafe to bow! * 
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jrovght it down, and taught us how to pray; 
dd ſo dearly for our ranſom pay. 
Il, His kingdom come. For this we pray in vain, 
ls he does in our aff-ions reign : 
furd it were to wiſh tor ſuch a king, 
not obedience to his ſceptre bring 
ſhoſe yoke is eaſy, and his burthen light; 
k ſervice freedom, and his judgments right. 
i Hes will be done In fact 'tis always done; 
t, as in heav n, it muſt be made our own; 
aill ſhould all our inclinations ſway, 
[hom nature, and the univerſe, obey. 
pp the man! whoſe wiſhes are coufin'd 
[© what has been eternally deſign'd: 
ferring all to his paternal care, 
owhom more dear, than to ourſelves, we are. 
IV. It is not what our avarice hoards up; 
is he that feeds vs, and that fills our cup 
ke new-born babes, depending on the breaſt, 
mm day to day, we on his bounty feaſt. 
or ſhould the ſoul expect above a day, 
odwell in her frail tenement of clay: 
ſhe ſetting ſun ſhould ſeem to bound our race, 
d the new day a gift of ſpecial grace. 
V. That be ſpould all our treſpaſſes forgive, 
hile we in hatred with our neighbours live; 
0 ſo to pray may ſeem an eaſy taſk, 
Ve curſe ourſelves when thus inclin'd we aſk, 
lis pray'r to uſe, we ought with equal care 
ur ſouls, as to the ſacrament, prepare. 
8 2 
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The nobleſt worſhip of the pow'r above, they d 
Is to extol, and imitate, his love, ) 
Not to forgive our enemies alone; That ſtar 


But, uſe our bounty that they may-be won. 
VI. Guard us from all temptations of the foe : 

And thoſe we may in ſeveral ſtations know: 
The rich, and poor, in flipp'ry places ſtand : 
Give us enough! but, with a ſparing hand! 
Not ill-perſuading want; nor wanton wealth; 
But, what proportion'd is to life, and health. 
For, not the dead, but living, ſing thy praiſe; 
Exalt thy kingdom, and thy glory raiſe, 

Favete linguis! * * * * 

Virginibus pueriſque canto. Hon 


On the foregoing Divine Poems, 


HEN we for age could neither read, nor write 
The ſubje made us able to indite: 
The ſoul, with nobler reſolutions deckt, 
The body ſtooping, does herſelf ere: 
No mortal parts are requiſite to raiſe 
Her, that unbody'd can her Maker praiſe. 
The ſeas are quiet, when the winds give oer: 
So, calm are we, when paſſions are no more 
For, then we know how vain it was to boaſt 
Of fleeting things, ſo certain to be loſt. 
Clouds of affection from our younger eyes 
Conceal that emptineſs, which age deſeries. 
The ſoul's dark cottage, batter'd, and decay'd, 
Lets-in new light, thro' chinks that time has made: 


EP 
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tronger by weakneſs, wiſer, men become, 

they draw near to their eternal home. 

aving the old, both worlds at once they view, 

(hat ſtand upon the threſhold of the new. 


+# # #* Miratur limen olympi. VIRGIL. 


EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, 
AND 


FRAGMENTS 


Under a Lady's PiCTURE. 


dcn Helen was! and who can blame the + 15 
That in ſo bright a flame conſum'd his Troy? 

t, had like virtue ſhin'd in that fair Greek, 

e amorous ſhepherd had not dar'd to feek, 

x hope for pity ; but with ſilent moan, 

d better fate, had periſhed alone. 


Of a Lady who writ in praife of MIRA. 


Hile ſhe pretends to make the graces known 10 
Of matchleſs Mira. ſhe reveals her own; 

|, when ſhe would another's praiſe indite, 

bby her glaſs inſtruted how to write, 
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To one married to an old Man. 


All we can wiſh, is, may that earth lie light 
Upon thy tender limbs! and fo, good night! 


An EteGR AM on a painted LA pv with ill Teeth, 


WI E men ſo dull they could not ſee 
That Lyce painted ; ſhould they fice, 

Like ſimple birds, into a net, 

So groſly woven, and ill ſet ; 

Her own teeth would undo the knot, 

And let all go that ſhe had got. 

Thoſe teeth fair Lyee muſt not ſhow, 

If ſhe would bite, her lovers, though 

Like birds they ſtoop at ſeeming grapes, 

Are diſ-abus'd, when firſt ſhe gapes: 

The rotten bones diſcover'd there, 

Shew tis a painted ſepulchre. 


Ee1GRAM upon the GoLD EN MEDAL, 


O®® guard upon the royal ſide! 

On the reverſe, our beauty's pride ! 
Here we diſcern the frown, and ſmile ; 
The force, and glory, of our iſle. 
In the rich medal. both ſo like 
Immortals ſtand, it ſeems antique; 


* 


Ince thou would'ſt needs (bewitch'd with ſome ; 
Be bury'd in thoſe monumental arms: ¶charms 


th, 
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ud by ſome maſter, when the bold 

s made their Jove deſcend in gold; 
ud Danae wondring at that'ſhow'r, 
Thich, falling, ſtorm'd ber brazen tow'r. ö 
Fritannia there, the fort in vain 
lad batter d been with golden rain: 
Thunder itſelf had fail'd to paſs ; 
ſinue's a ſtronger guard than braſs, 


Written on a Card that her F MAI EST tore at 
T OMBRE, y 5 


1 cards you tear in value riſe; 

So do the wounded by your eyes, 
Who to coeleſtial things aſpire, | 
Are by that paſſion rais'd the higher. 


To Mr. GRANVILLE, (now Lord LansDown) 
on his Verſes to K. James II. 


A carly plant ! which ſuch a bloſſom bears, 
And ſhews-a genius ſo beyond his years ; 

A judgment! that could make ſo fair a choice; 

& high a ſubject. to employ his voice: 

Still as it grows, how ſweetly will he ſing 

The growing greatneſs of our matchleſs king! 


& Catharine. 
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Long and ſhort Life, 
; Numa 
( Ircles are prais'd, not that abound 7240 1 
In largeneſs, but th” exactly round: os 
So life we praiſe, that does excell = 
Not in much time, but acting well. ys 
The v 
Tranſlated out of Se ANIS K. — 
U 
H O' we may ſeem importunate, me 
, a But, \ 
While your compaſſion we implore: 
It ma 
They, whom you make too fortunate, J. 
May with preſumption vex you more. 
0 


Tranſlated out of FRENCH, 


ADE, flowers, fade, nature will have it ſo; 

'Tis but what we muſt in our autumn do! 
And, as your leaves lie quiet on the ground, 
The loſs alone by thoſe that lov'd them found: T 
So, in the grave, ſhall we as quiet lie; 


d 

Miſs'd by ſome few that lov'd our company. — 
But, ſome ſo like to thorns, and nettles, live, 18 
That none for them can, when they periſh, grieve. To \ 
* : But, 
Some verſes of an imperfect Copy, deſign'd for 2 Tha 
Friend on his Tranſlation of Ov1D's FAs T1. Reb 

And 

R M E's holy days you tell, as if a gueſt Thi 


With the old Romans you were wont to feaſt, * 


- 


Numa's religion, by themſelves believ'd, 

Excels the true, only in ſhew receiy'd. 

They made the nations reund about them bow, 
With their dictators taken from the plow : 

Such pow 'r has juſtice, faith, and honeſty ! ' 

The world was conquer'd by morality. 

ſeeming devotion does but gild a knave, 

That's neither faithful, honeſt, juſt, nor brave: 
But, where religion does with virtue join, 

It makes a hero like an angel ſhine. 


0 #9 45 „„ „ 


On the Statue of King CHARLEs the Firſt, at 
CHARING-CROSS, 


In the year 1674. 


THAT the firſt Charles does here in triumph ride; 
See his ſon reign, where he a martyr dy'd; 

And people pay that reverence, as they paſs, 

(Which then he wanted!) to the facred braſs; 

ls not th” effect of gratitude alone, 

To which we owe the ſtatue, and the ſtone. 

But, heav'n this laſting monument has wrought, 

That mortals may eternally be taught, 

Rebellion, though ſucceſsful, is but vain ; 

And kings fo kill'd riſe conquerors again. 

This truth the royal image does proclaim, 

Loud as the trumpet of ſurviving Fame. 
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" 6 


Ne” the brave + Macedonian youth alone; 
But baſe Caligula, when on the throne, 

Boundleis in ppw'r, would make himſelf a god; 

As if the world depended on his nod. 

The | >yrian king to beaſts was headlong thrown, 

E'er to himſelf he could be mortal known. 

The meaneſt wretch, if heav 'n ſhould give him line, 

Would never ſtop. till he were thought divine. 

All might within diſcern the ſerpent's pride, 

If from ourſelves nothing ourſelves did hide. 

Let the proud peacock his gay feathers ſpread, 

And woo the female to his painted bed: 

Let winds, and ſeas, together rage, and ſwell : 

This, nature teaches; and becomes them well. 

$ © Pride was not made for men: a conſcious ſenſe 

Of guilt; and folly, and their conſequence, 

Deſtroys the claim: and to beholders tells, 

Here, nothing, but the ſhape of manhood dwells. 


EPITAPH on Sir GEGRGE SPEKE. 


Urs this ſtone lies virtue youth, BY 

Unblemiſh'd probity, and truth: Of b 
Juſt unto all relations known, The 
A worthy patriot, pious ſon : | b 
Whom neighb' ring towns ſo often ſent, Tho 


To give their ſenſe in parliament; 


+ Alexander, + Nebuchadnezzar, $ Eccleſ. x. 18. 


Wich lives, and fortunes, truſting one 
Who ſo diſcreetly us'd his own, 

gober he was, wiſe, temperate; 
Contented with an old eſtate, 

Which no foul avarice did increaſe, 
Nor wanton luxury make leſs. 

While yet but young, his father dy'd, 
And left him to an happy guide: 

Not Lemuel's mother with more care 
Did counſel, or inſtru, her heit; 

Or teach with more ſucceſs her ſon 
The vices of the time to ſhun. 

lu heireſs ſhe ; while yet alive, 

Ul that was hers to him did give: 

And he juſt gratitude did ſhow 

To one that had oblig'd him ſo: 
Nothing too much for her he thought, 
By-whom he was ſo bred, and taught, 
$0 (early made that path to tread, 
Which did his youth to honour lead) 
His ſhort life did a pattern give, 


How neighbours, huſbands. friends ſhould live. 


The virtues of a private life 
Exceed the glorious noiſe, and ſtrife, 
Of battles won :- in thoſe we-find 
The ſolid int'reſt of mankind 
Approv'd by all, and lov'd fo well, 


Tho' young, like fruit that's ripe, he fell, 
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*EPITAPH on Colonel CRARE EG 
 CAVENDISH, 


Henx lies Charles Ca'ndiſh: let the marble ſton Cm! 
That hides his aſhes, make his virtue known, 
Beauty, and valor, did his ſhort life grace; 

The grief, and glory, of his noble race! 

Early abroad he did the world ſurvey, 

As if he knew he had not long to ſtay : 

Saw what great Alexander in the caſt, 

And mighty Julius conquer'd in the weſt. 
Then, with a mind as great as theirs, he came 
To find at home occaſion for his fame : 

| Where dark confuſion did the nations hide; 

And where the juſter, was the weaker, ſide. 

Two loyal brothers took their ſov'reign's part, 
Employ'd their wealth, their courage, and their art: 
The + elder did whole regiments afford ; 

The younger brought his conduct, and his ſword, 
Born to command, a leader he begun, 

And on the rebels laſting honor won: 

The horſe, inſtructed by their gen'ral's worth, 
Still made the king viQorious in the North: 
Where Ca*ndiſh fought, the royaliſts prevail'd; 
Neither his courage, nor his judgment, fail'd, 
The current of his viQ'ries found no ſtop, 

Till Cromwell came, his party's chiefeſt prop. 


t William Earl of Devonſhire, 


4 


1 1 
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inal ſacceſs had ſet theſe champions high, 

uud both reſolve to conquer or to die: 

ve with rage, fury with valor, ſtrove; 

it that muſt fall which is decreed above! 
(romwell, with odds of number, and of fate, 
gemov'd this bulwark of the church, and ſtate: 
Which the ſad iſſue of the war declar'd, 

lud made his taſk, to ruin both, leſs hard. 

5, when the bank neglected is o'erthrown, 

The boundleſs torrent does the country drown. 
Thus fell the young, the lovely, and the brave; 
trew bays, and flowers, on his honour'd grave 


ſtone 


EP1TAPH on the Lady SeDLEY, 


ERE lies the learned Savil's heir; 
So early wiſe, and laſting fair! 
That none, except her years they told, 
Thought her a child, or thought her old. 
All that her father knew, or got, 
His art, his wealth, fell to her lot: 
And ſhe ſo well improv'd that ſtock, 
Both of his knowledge, and his flock ; 
That, wit and fortune, reconcil'd 
In her, upon each other ſmil'd. 
While ſhe, to ev'ry well-taught mind, 
Was ſo propitiouſly inclin'd, 
And gave ſuch title to her ſtore, 
That none, but th' ignorant, were poor. 
The muſes daily found ſupplies 
both from her hands, and from her eyes. 
T 7 
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Her bounty did at once engage, 


And matchleſs beauty warm, their rage. Had t 
Such was this dame in calmer days, Jis cour 
Her nation's ornament, and praiſe ! We had 
But, when a ſtorm diſturb'd our reſt, Of his fe 
The port, and refuge, of th' oppreſt, xls earl) 
This made her fortune underſtood, Gave as 
And look'd on as ſome public good. like bu« 
So that, (her perſon, and her ſtate, To bece 
Exempted from the common fate) uud to | 
In all our civil fury ſhe Frevent 
Stood, like a ſacred temple, free. That 't 
May here her monument ſtand ſo, He's (el 


To credit this rude age! and ſhow 
To future times, that even we 
Some patterns did of virtue ſee: 
And one ſublime example had 

Of good, among ſo many bad. 


Ev1TAPH to be written under the LATIx Inſcrip 
tion upon the Tomb of the only Son of the Lord 
Ax DOvIXũ. 


TI fit the Engliſh reader ſhould be told, 
In our oun language, what this tomb does hold but ca 

Tis not a noble corps alone does lie 

Under this ſtone, but a whole family : 

His parents pious care, their name, their joy, 

And all their hope, lies bury'd with this boy: 

This lovely youth! for whom we all made moan, 

That knew his worth, as he had been our own. 
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Had there been ſpace, and years enough allow'd, 
lis courage, wit, and breeding, to have ſhow'd, 
We had not found, in all the num'rovus roll 

Of his fam'd anceſtors, a greater ſoul: 

lis early virtues to that ancient ſtock 

Gave as much honor, as from thence he took. 
like buds appearing e er the froſts are paſt, 

To become man he made ſuch fatal haſte ; 

Ind to perfection labor'd ſo to climb, 

reventing low experience, and time; 

That 'tis no wonder death our hopes beguil'd : 


I's ſeldom old, that will not be a child, a 

9 

EPIT APH unfiniſh'd, Pf 

1 

[JT ſoul | for whom death will no longer ſtay; | iþ 

But ſends in haſte to ſnatch our bliſs away, | 

O cruel death! to thoſe you take more kind, NM. 
Than to the wretched mortals left behind ! | 

Here beauty, youth, and noble virtue, ſhin'd; | 


laſpired verſe may on this marble live, 


but can no honour to thy aſhes give. 


free from the clouds of pride that ſhade the mind, 1 i 
| 
1 0 | 
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PROLOGUE. 


CARCE ſhould we have the boldneſs, to pretend 
So long renown'd a tragedy to mend: | 

ad not already ſome deſery'd your praiſe 
ich like attempt. Of all our elder plays, 
mis, and Philaſter, have the loudeſt fame: 
Great are their faults, and glorious is their flame, 
| both, our Engliſh genius is expreſs'd ; 
lofty, and bold; but, negligently dreſs d. 

Above our neighbours our conceptions are: 
it, faultleſs writing is th' effect of care. 

(ur lines reform'd, and not compos'd in haſte, 
Nliſh'd like marble, would like marble laſt, 

it, as the preſent, ſo the laſt age writ; 

h both we find like negligence, and wit. 

Vere we but leſs indulgent to our faults, 

Ind patience had to cultivate our thoughts, 

(ur muſe would flonriſh ; and a nobler rage 

Vould honour this, than did the Grecian, ſtage, 

Thus ſays our author; not content to ſee 
That others write as careleſly as he: 

Tho! he pretends not to make things complete, 
let, to pleaſe you he'd have the poets ſweat. 

In this old play, what's new we have expreſt 
h thyming verſe, diſtingviſh'd from the reſt: 
That, as the Rhone its haſty way does make, 

(Not mingling waters) thro Geneya's lake: 


PROLOGUE, 


$o,having here the diff rent ſtyles in view, 
You may compare the former with the new, 
lf we leſs rudely ſhall the knot unty, 
Soften the rigor of the tragedy, 
And yet preſerve each perſon's character; 
Then, to the other, this you may prefer, 
Tis left to you: the boxes, and the pit, 
Are ſov'reign judges of this ſort of wit, 
In other things the knowing artiſt may 
Judge better than the people: but, a play, 
(Made for delight, and for no other uſe) 
If you approve it not, has no excuſe, 


of Ms 


THE 


MAID's TRAGEDY. 


ACT V. 


Enter EvADNE, with a Page of boner. 


EVADNE., ' 


* loſt, it were as vain a thing, 

As tis prodigious, to betray the king. 
(ompell'd by threats, to take that bloody oath, 
lud the act ill, I am abſolv'd by both. 

This iſland left, with pity I'll look down 
on the king's love, and fierce Melantius' frown, 
Theſe will to both my reſolution bring: - 
lige! give Melantius that; this, to the king. 
[Exit Page with the Letters. 
Vader how bard a fate are women born 
irz'd to their ruin, or expos'd to ſcorn! 
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If we want beauty, we of love deſpair: 
And are beſieg'd, like frontier-towns, if fair, 
The pow'r of princes armies overthrows: 
What can our ſex againſt ſuch-force oppoſe? 
Love, and ambition, have an equal ſhare 

In their vaſt treaſures; and it coſts as dear 

To ruin us, as nations to ſubdue: 

But we arc faulty, tho? all this be true. 

For, towns are ſtary'd, or batter'd, e'er they yield 
But we, (perſuaded, rather than compell'd) 

For things ſuperfluous neglect our fame, 

And weakly render up ourſelves to ſhame, 

Oh! that l had my innocence again, 

My untouch'd honor! but I wiſh in vain: 

The fleece, that has been by the dyer ſtain'd, 
Never again its native whiteneſs gain'd. 

Th' unblemiſh'd may pretend to virtue's crown: 
Tis beauty now mult perfect my renown. 

With that I govern'd him that rules this iſle; 
'Tis that which makes me triumph in the ſpoil; 
The wealth I bear from this exhauſted court; 
Which here my bark ſtands ready to tranſport, 
In narrow Rhodes I'Il be no longer pent; 

But act my part upon the continent: 

Aſiatic kings ſnall ſee my beauty's prize, 

My ſhining jewels, and my brighter eyes. 
Princes that fly, (their ſcepters left behind) 
Contempt, or pity, where they travel, find: 
The enſigns of our pow'r about we bear; 
And ev'ry land pays tribute to the fair. 
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tines the ſun, tho? hence remoy'd, as clear 
en his beams warm th' Antipodes, as here. 
by Exit, 

Fiter MELANTIUS, with a Letter in bis band, 

gone! — to perilh, if the gods be juſt : 

:ſca's not vaſt enough to quench her luſt, 

e ſanding regiments, the fort, the town, 

but this wicked ſiſter, is our own, 

that I could but have ſurpriz'd the wretch, 

tr (he that wat ry element did reach: 

ice falſe Evadne! ſpitefully forſworn | 

Mt fatal breaſt, like this, I would have torn, 

| [Tears the paper with fury, 

tthis deſign admits of no delay; 

M our revenge muſt find ſome ſpeedy way. 

| ſound Lucippus ; he has always paid 

ect to my deſerts : could he be made 

0join with us, we might preſerve the ſtate; 

d take revenge, without our conntry's fate. 

& loves his brother: but, a preſent crown 

tot but tempt a prince ſo near the throne. 

full of honor: tho? he like it not, 

lance he ſwear, he'll not reveal the plot. ¶ Exit. 
Enter the KING alone. 

Melantius falſe! it cannot be: and yet, 

den I remember how I merit it, 

ts preſented to my guilty mind 

ſeß to his duty, than revenge, inclin'd. 

[not my nature to ſuſpect my friends, 

link they can have black malicious ends: 
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_ 'Tis doing wrong creates ſuch doubts as theſe, 
Renders us jealous. and deſtroys our peace. 
Happy the innocent ! whoſe equal thoughts 
Are free from anguith, as they are from faults, 
| Enter a Page with a Letter. 
PAGE. *Tis from EvaDnEe, Sir. [E 


Kino. Why ſhould ſhe uſe 10 to 

Her pen to me? %tis ſome important news! To ſta 
Reads the Letter, To be 

Re tha 

From on board my yacht. Tho! | 

(Strangely dat not 


4 WII 1 c H is now bearing me away from the nat: 

of my offended brothers: I wiſh you we 
* ſafe from their revenge. They aim at your life, 
* made me ſwear to take it. They have got the To ſa 
and are aſſured of the inclinations both of the ſolc The p 
and citizens, My firſt prayer is to the gods, for yl kid x 
* preſervation: my next to your majeſty, that if Wi ( his 
return to their duty, you would afford them nnd i 
grace. 


Tis no feign'd tale Callianax has told: 


The great Melantius is as falſe, as bold. kt m. 
The crown we hazard, when at home we ſtay; | Wear 
And teach our forces others to obey. Tis | 
Condu of armies is a prince's art; Tum 


And when a ſubject acts that royal part, ud) 
As he in glory riſes, we grow leſs: 
While our arms proſper, ruin 'd by ſucceſs: Let's 
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r in a court, what can ſo dreadful be, 
ane more glorious than our ſelves to ſee? 
Enter MELANT1US and Lucius. 
ich is the general To Lucippus ear 
What 'tis be traſts, I'll Rep aſide and hear. 
Luc. How am I caught with an unwary oath, 
lot to reveal the ſecret, which I loth! 
To ſtain my conſcience with my brother's blood, 
To be a king no! not to be a god. 
Fe that with patience can ſuch treaſon hear, 
Tho! he conſent not, has a guilty ear. 
lato thyſelf pronounce the name of King; 
That word will keep thee from ſo foul a thing, 
Mr. Sir! your fond care, and kindneſs, comes 
too late, 
To ſave your brother, or prevent my hate: 
The people mutiny, the fort is mine, 
And all the ſoldiers to my will incline. 
Ir his own» ſervants he has loſt the heart; 
lud in the court I have the nobler part. 
lato yourſelf pronounce the name ot King; 
That word will tell you 'tis no trivial thing 
That you are offer'd —— Do not ſtorm, and frown, 
u my endeavours to preſerve the crown. 
Var it yourſelf; occaſion will not ſtay ; 
Tis loſt, unleſs you take it while you may. 
Tumult, and ruin, will o'erwhelm the ſtate; 
lud you'll be guilty of your country's fate ſis laid; 
Lo e [ Aſide ] Some form'd deſign againſt the King 
Let's try how far our reaſon may perſuade, 
U F 


[E 
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To him] The crown you value ſo, my brother bears ¶ por j 


Upon his head, and with it all the cares : Neven 
While I enjoy th' advantage of his ſtate, But, | 
And all the crown can give, except the weight, With 
Long may he reign ' that is ſo far above Or, i: 
All vice. all paſſion, but exceſs of love. pour 
And can th' eff &s of love appear ſo ſtrange, M 
That into beaſts our greateſt gods could change ? That 

MEL The deathleſs gods, when they commit a rape, L. 
Diſguis'd a while, again reſume their ſhape : Miſch 
But princes once turn'd into beaſts remain M 
For ever ſo: and ſhould, like beaſts. be ſlain. Juſt, | 


Luc. Tho' more in years, you have a miitreſs ſtill; i L. 
And for that fault would you your ſov'reign kill? Valor, 


Love is the frailty of heroic minds; Pirate 
And, where great virtues are. our pardon finds : bew 
Brutes may be chaſter; pidgeons, ſwans, and doves, W'Tis e 
Are more confin'd, than we are, in their loves. ſultic 
Juſtice, and bounty, in a prince, are things All ot 
That ſubjects make as happy as their kings. . 
Will you contract the guilt of royal blood; ſuſtici 
And rob your country of her chiefeſt good? And © 


ML. Of one! whoſe luſt his family has ſtain'd, Iro yc 


By whoſe good conduct he ſecurely reign'd [known; 
Luc. Of one! whole choice firſt made your valor WThe t 


And with whoſe armies you have got renown. Only 
- ?Tis all the gratitude ſubjects can ſhew, Gan y 
To bear with patience what their princes do. To ry 


Mx L. Yet Brutus did not let proud Tarquin ſcape. Noth 
Luc, The prince his ſon was guilty of a rape. Leſs x 
E 
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rs por joys extorted with a violent hand, 
Revenge is juſt, and may with honor ſtand : 
But, ſhould a prince, becauſe he does comply 
With one that's fair, and not unwilling, die? 
Or, is it fit the people ſhould be taught 
Your ſiſter's frailty, with my brother's fault? 
MEL. Let her be known unchaſte; 1o it be ſaid, 
That he that durſt perſuade her to't is dead. | 
ape, Lv c. The king has wrong'd you: is it juſt that you 
Miſchief to me. and the whole nation, do? 
ML. Rather than not accompliſh my revenge, 
uſt, or unjuſt, I would the world unhinge. 
till; Luc. Let, of all virtues, juſtice is the beſt 2 
Valor, without. it, is a common peſt, 
Pirates, and thieves, too oft with courage grac'd, 
bew us how ill that virtue may be plac'd. 
s. W'Tis our complexion makes us chaſte, or brave; 
ſutice from reaſon, and from heav'n, we have. 
All other virtues dwell but in the blood; 
That, in the ſoul; and gives the name of good, 
juſtice, the queen of virtues, you deſpiſe ; 
lud only rude and ſavage valor prize. 
To your revenge you think the king, and all 
That ſacred is, a ſacrifice ſhould fall : 
he town be ruin'd, and this iſle laid waſte, 
Only becauſe your ſiſter is not chaſte. 
Gan you expect, that ſhe ſhould be fo ſage 
To rule her blood, and you not rule your rage? 
doth foul diſtempers are; but yours the worſe; 
Leſs pleaſure has; and brings the greater curſe, 
U 2. 
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MEL. In idle Rhodes philoſophers are bred; 
And you, young prince ! are in their morals read, 
Nor is it bard for one that feels no wrong, 

For patient duty to employ his tongue. 
Oppreſſion makes men mad, and from their breaſt 
All reaſon Joes, and ſenſe of duty, wreſt, 

The gods are ſafe, when under wrongs we groan, 
Only becauſe we cannot reach their throne, 
Shall princes then, that are but gods of clay, 
Think they may ſafely. with our honor pla y? 
Reward a ſoldier's. merit with a ſtain 

To his whole race, and yet ſecurely reign? 
Farewel! I know fo brave a prince will ſcorn 
To tell the ſecret, unto which he's ſworn, 

Luc. [ Aſide.) I promis'd ſecrecy, but did not fay 
I would look tamely on. —Melantius, tay! 

You have my promiſe ; and my baſty word 

Reſtrains my tongue; — but, ties not up my ſword, 

Of other virtues tho“ you are bereft 

By your wild rage, I know your valor's left. 

Swear not to touch my brother, or with ſpced 

Behind the caſtle-wall let's meet. Mz. Agreed! 
[Exit Lucius 

MEL. His well-known virtue, and his conſtant lo 
To his bad brother, may the people move: 

ll take th? occaſion, which he gives, to bring 
lim to _ death. and then deſtroy the king. 
[Exit ME LAN TI! 
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Enter the K1NG, as diſcovering himſelf, 

a KinG. O! what an happineſs is it to find 

| friend of our own blood; a brother kind! 

| prince ſo good, fo juſt, ſo void of fear, 

I; of more value than the crown I wear. 

he kingdom, offer'd if he would engage, 

He has refus'd with a becoming rage. 

for ſuch a brother, to th* immortal gods 

Hore thanks I owe, than for the crown of Rhodes, 

Kappy this-iſle, with ſuch a hero bleſt! 

hat virtue dwells not in his loyal breaſt? 

Enter STRATO. 

STRA. Sir, we are loſt! Melantius has the fort; 

Ind the town riſes to aſſault the court; 

Vhere they will find the ſtrongeſt part their own: 

you'll preſerve yourſelf, you muſt be gone. 

| have a garden opens to the ſea, 

J. From whence I can your majeſty convey ſtays 
ſome near friend, K N. There with your ſhallop 
he game's not loſt; I have one card to play. 

utter not Diphilus to leave the court, 

Put bid him preſently to me reſort. [Exit STRAT@®, 

al not this challenge ſtopp'd th' impendent fate, 

ye muſt have periſh'd with the ruin'd tate. 

torts, ſoldiers, citizens, of all bereft, 

here's nothing, but our private valor, left. 

K he ſurvive, I have not long to reign ; 

but he that's injur'd, ſhould be fairly ſlain. 
de people for their darling would repine, 

The ſhould fall by any hand but mine, 

V 3 
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- Leſs wiſe than valiant, the vain man is gone 
To fight a duel, when his work was done. 
Should I command my guards to find him, where 
He meets my brother, and deſtroy him there, 
All hope of peace would be for ever loſt; 

And the wild rabble would adore his ghoſt. 
Dead, than alive, he would do greater harm; 
And the whole iſland, to revenge him, arm. 

So popular, ſo mighty, have I made 

This fighting man, while I liv'd in the ſhade ! 
But, *twas a double fault, to raiſe him ſo, 

And then diſhonor on his houſe to throw. 
IIl-govern'd paſſions in a prince's breaſt, 

Hazard his private, and the public, reſt. 

Slaves to our paſſions we become, and then 


It grows impoſlible to govern men. 
But, errors, not to be recall'd, do find | 
Their beſt redreſs from preſence of the mind. Like : 
Caurage our greateſt failings does ſupply, DI 
And makes all good; or handſomely we dye. ] neve 
Life is a thing of common uſe, by heav'n K. 
As well to inſects, as to princes, giv'n: Of wh 
Bpt, for the crown! *tis a more ſacred thing: To de 
Pl! dying loſe it, or Il leave a king, hic 
Euter DI THILus. Mr! 
. Diphilus, we muſt together walk, Kings 
And of a matter of importance talk. ſan hour, KI 
Dir x. [Aſide ] What fate is this! had he ſtay d balf I As kit 
The iſing town had freed me from his pow'r. Why 


Exeunt. Wks I c 


ur, 
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(CENE changes into a field : into which enter Lu c1p- 
us and MELANT1US, with ſwords drawn. 

MEL. Be yet advis'd ! th' tnjurious king forſake; 
Death, or a ſcepter, from Melantius take. 

Lv c. Be thou advis'd! thy black deſign forſake; 
Death, or this counſel, from Lucippus take. 

MEL. Youth, and vain confidence, thy life betray : 
Thro' armies this has made Melantius way. 

Luc. Drawn for your prince, that ſword could won- 
The better cauſe makes mine the ſharper now. ſders do; 
Thy brutal anger does the gods defy; 

Kings are their care. Reſume thy loyalty ; 
Or, from thy guilty head Ill pluck the bays: 
And all thy triumphs ſhall become my praiſe, 
MEL, That ſhall be quickly try'd. 
Enter the KI NG with DipHILUS. 
|  Kins. With ſword in hand, 
Like a good brother, by your brother ſtand. 
Dirk. Glad that your pleaſure lies this noble way, 
] never did more willingly obey. 
KinG, Thy life, Melantius! I am come to take; 
Of which foul treaſon does a forfeit make. 
To do thee honor, I will ſhed that blood, 
Which the juſt laws, if I were faultleſs, ſhou'd, 

Mz L. *Tis bravely urg'd, far ! but, their guards away, 
Kings have but ſmall advantage of the law. 

KING. Having infting'd the law, I wave my right 
As king, and thus ſubmit my ſelf to fight. 
Why did not you your own fierce hand employ, 
u I do mine, aad tell the reaſon why? 
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A ſubject ſhould be heard before he's lain; 
And does leſs right belong to us that reign? 
MEL. If, as unjuſt, I could have thought you brave, 
This way I choſen had revenge to have: 
A way ſo noble! that I muſt confeſs 
Already | begin to hate you leſs. 
So unexpected, and ſo brave a thing, 
Makes me remember that you are my king. 
And I could rather be contented, ſince 
He challeng'd firſt, to combate with that prince: 
That ſo, a brother for a ſiſter chang'd, 
We may be of your wanton pride reveng'd. 

KING. 'Twas I that wrong'd you, you my life have 
No duel ever was more juſtly fought : (ſought: 
We both have reaſon for our fatal wrath; 

Nor is it. fit the world ſhould hold us both. 
| LuciPpus to the Kine a-part, 
Me for what nobler uſe can you reſerve, 
Than thus the crown from danger to preſerve? 
Members expoſe themſelves, to ſave the head. 
This way he ſhall be ſatisfy'd, or dead. 
MELANTI1VUS to bis brother a- part. 

Tho? foul unjuſtice majeſty did ſtain, 

This noble carriage makes it bright again. 

When kings with courage act, ſomething divine, 

That calls for rev'rence, does about them ſhine. 
Dir. Were we born princes, we could not expe# 

For an affront receiv'd, greater reſpect. 

They that with ſharpeſt injuries are ſtuay, 

If fairly fought withal, forget the wrong. 
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4 thouſand pitics, ſuch a royal pair 
Should run this hazard, for a wanton fair! 

Mr. Let us fight ſo, as to avoid th' extreme 

Either of fearing, or of killing, them. 
Lucius a-part to his Brother. 

Sir! you ſhould wield a. ſceptre; not a ſword ; 
Not with your weapon kill. but with your word: 
The gods by others execute their will. 

KING. Yet heav'n does oft with its own thunder 
And when neceſſity, and right, command, (kill 
A ſword is thunder in a ſov'reign's band. 

Let us diſpatch, leſt any find us here, 
ave Before we fight; or they grow leſs ſevere. 
ut: Here they all fight, 
Loc:rova to the KING. 
Hold fir! they only guard, and till give place, 
To them] fight us as enemies, or ſk for grace. 
Mz... never thought I could expedient fee, 
On this fide death, to right our family. 
The royal ſword, thus drawn, has cur'd a wound, 
For which no other ſalve could have been found, 
Your brothers now in arms ourſelves we boaſt; 
A ſatisfaction for a ſiſter loſt. 
The blood of kings expos'd, waſhes a ſtain 
Cleaner, than thouſands of the vulgar ſlain, 
You have our pardon, fir! and humbly now, 
As ſubjeQs ought, we beg the ſame of you. 
Here they both Knee, 
Pardon our guilty rage! which here takes end, 
For a loſt ſiſter, and a ruin'd friend. 
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Luc. Let your great heart a gracious motion feel 
Is't not enough you ſce Melantius kneel ? 

I'll be a pledge for both: they ſhall be true 
As heretofore ; and you ſhall truſt them too, 
His loyal arm (ball till ſupport the ſtate ; 
And you no more provoke ſo juſt a hate. 

KING. Riſe, brave Melantius! I thy pardon ſigt 
With as mach joy, as I am. proud of mine. 

Riſe, valiant Diphilus! I hope. you'll both 
Forget my fault, as I ſhall-your juſt wrath. 

Dir E. Valor reveal'd in princes does redeem 
Their greateſt faults, and crowns them with eſteem, 
Ulc us with honour, and we are your flaves, 

To bleed for you, when leaſt occaſion craves. 

KinG. With honor, and with truſt, this land ſhal 
After my brother, none ſo great as you. {know 

Enter the KI N Gs Guards. 

Mer. If theſe approach us, fir | by your command 

Take back your pardon, on our guard we ſtand. 
The KI NO ſteps between them. 
| King. What over-diligence has brought you here! 

GUARD. Such as you'll pardon when the news you 
Amintor is retir'd, Aſpaſia gone; [ hear, 
And a ſtrange humour does poſſeſs the town. 
They arm apace, fir ! and aloud declare 
Things, which we dare not whiſper in your ear. 
The council met, your guards to find you ſent, 
And know your pleaſure in this exigent. 

This hogor'd perſon you might juſtly fear, 
Were he not loyal, and amongſt us here: 
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ey ſay his merit's ill-return'd; and cry, | 
Vith great Melantius they will live, and die. 

MzL. Sir! not your pow'r, but virtue, made me 
or, all he tells you, I did kneeling know. bow: 
bo now the faithful'ſt of your ſubjects, we . 
Hve been the cauſe of all this mutiny. | 
comfort, fir | Amintor, while we ran 

o ſtop the rage of this revolting town: _ 

id let them know the happineſs they have 

1 ſuch a royal pair, ſo juſt, ſo brave! | 
Lend me your guards; that, if perſuaſion fail, 
Force may againſt the mutinous prevail, 

Ki NG [to the Guards.) Go, and obey, with as ex- 
U his commands, as if ourſelf were there. [act a care, 
{ſide ) He that depends upon another, muſt 
now M0blige his honour with a boundleſs truſt. 

 [ExeuntKtNG and Luci eus. 

Mer. How frail is man! how quickly changed are 
ur wrath, and fury, to a loyal care! 
his, drawn but now againſt my ſoy'reign's breaſt, 
here? tore tis ſheath'd, ſhall give him peace, and reſt. 
[Exeunt Brothers and Guards, 
hear, The SCENE changes into a Foreſt, 

Enter ASPaASIA. 
As. They ſay wild beaſts inhabit here; 
but grief. and wrong, ſecures my fear, 
ompar d to him that does refuſe, 
| tiger's kind, for he purſues, 
o be forſaken is worſe than torn; 
id death a leſſer ill than ſcorn, 
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No foreſt, cave, or ſavage den, 
Holds more-pernicious beaſts than men. 
Vows, oaths, and contracts they deviſe; 
And tell us, they are ſacred ties : 

And ſo they are in our eſteem; 

But, empty names, deſpis'd by them ! 
Women with ſtudy'd arts they vex: 

Ye Gods ! deſtroy that impious ſex: 
And if there muſt be ſome t'invoke 

Your pow'rs, and make your altars ſmoke; 
Come down your ſelves, and in their place 
Get a more juſt, and nobler race! 

Such as the old world did adorn, 

When heroes, like your ſelves, were born. 
But this I wiſh not for Aſpaſia's ſake; 
For, ſhe no god would for Amintor take. 
The heart, which-is our paſſion's ſeat, 
Whether we will or no, does beat : 

And yet we may ſuppreſs our breath: 
This lets us ſee that life, and death, 

Are in our. pow'r: but love, and hate, 
Depend not on our will, but fate. 

My love was lawful, when 'twas born; 
Their marriage makes it merit ſcorn, 
Evadne's buſband *tis a fault 

To love; a blemiſh to my thought: 

Yet twiſted with my life: and I, 

That cannot faultleſs live, will dic! 
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bu! that ſome hungry beaſt would come, 

ind make bimſelf Aſpaſia's tomb. 

If none accept me for a prey, 

Death muſt be found ſome other way. 

In colder regions men compoſe 

Poiſon with art; but here it grows. 

Not long ſince, walking in the field, 

My nurſe and I, we there beheld 

4 goodly fruit; which tempting me, 

| would have pluck'd: but, trembling, ſhe, 

Whoever cat thoſe berries, cry'd, 

In leſs than half an hour dy'd. 

dome god direct me to that bough, 

0n which thoſe uſeful berries grow ! 
Enter Au ix ro alone. 


Au iN. Repentance, which became Evadne fo, 


Would no leſs handſome in Amintor ſhow, 

the aſk'd me pardon; but Aſpaſia I. 

(Injur'd alike!) ſuffer'd to pine, and die. 

'Tis ſaid, that ſhe this dangerous foreſt haunts, 

And in ſad accents utters her complaints. 

If overtaken, e'er ſhe periſh, I | 

Will gain her pardon, or before her dic. 

Not ev'ry lady does from virtue fall: 

Th' injurious king does not poſſeſs them all. 

Well I deſerv'd Evadne's ſcorn to prove, 

That to ambition ſacrific'd my love. 

Fools, that conſult their avarice, or pride! 

To chuſe a wife, love is our nobleſt guide. 
X Ly 
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Enter ASPAS1A alone, with a bough full of fair berries 
As . This happy bough ſhall give relief, 
Not to my hunger, but my prief. 
The birds know how to chuſe their fare; 
Io peck this fruit they all forbear. 
Thoſe chcarful ſingers know not why 
They ſhould make any haſte to die: 
And yet they couple Can they know 
What 'tis to love, and not know ſorrow too? 
Tis man alone that willing dies; 
Beaſts are leſs wretched, or leſs wiſe, 
How lovely theſe ill berries ſhew ! 
And ſo did falſe Amintor too. 
Heav'n would inſnare us! who can "ſcape 
When fatal things have ſuch a ſhape? 
Nothing in vain the gods create; 
This bough was made to haſten fate. 
Twas in compaſſion of our woe, 
That nature firſt made poiſons grow: 
For hopeleſs wretches, (ſuch as I!) 
Kindly providing means to die. 
As mothers do their children keep; 
So, nature feeds, and makes us ſleep: 
The indiſpos'd ſhe does invite 
To go to bed, before tis night. 
Death always is to come, or paſt: 
If it be ill, it cannot laſt. 
Sure tis a thing was never known; 
For when that's preſent, we are gone, 
+8 | 
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'Tis an imaginary line, 
Which does our being here confine. 
Dead, we ſhall be as when unborn; 
And then I knew nor love, nor ſcorn. 
But, ſay we are to live elſewhere —— 
What has the innocent to fear ? 
Can I be treated worſe than here? 
ſuſtice from hence long ſince is gone; 
And reigns where I ſhall be a-non. 
Enter AMINTOR, 

AM. Tis ſhe! thoſe fatal berries ſhew 
The miſchief ſhe's about to do. 
Women are govern'd by a ſtubborn fate: 
Their love's inſuperable, as their hate. 
No merit their averſion can remove; 
Nor ill requital can efface their love. 


AsP. Like ſlaves redeem'd, death ſets us free 


From paſſion, and from injury. 

The living, chain'd to Fortune's wheel, 
In triumph led, her changes feel: 

And conquerors kept poiſons by, 
Prepar'd for her inconſtancy. 


Bays againſt thunder might defend their brow : 
But, againſt love, and fortune, here's the bough ! 
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Here ſhe puts ſome of the berries to ber mouth. 
AMINTOR /trikes the berries out of ber hand, and 


ſnatches the bough. 


AM. Raſh maid, forbear! and lay thoſe berries by; 


Or give them him that has deſery'd to dic, 
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As. What double cruelty is this? would you, NV © 
That made me wretched, keep me always ſo? That | 
Evadne has you: let Aſpaſia have As 
The common refuge of a quiet grave. [ ſhall 
If you have kindneſs left, there ſee me laid: An 


To bury decently the injur d maid, 

Is all the favor that you can beſtow ; 

Or I receive pray render me my bough. 
AM. No leſs than you, was your Amintor wrong'd 

The falſe Evadne to the king belong'd. 


You had my promiſe, and my bed is free; A 
I may be yours, if you can pardon me. 
AsP. Your vows to her were in the temple made; WM M. 
The ſacred altar witneſs'd what you ſaid, The 
AM. The pow'rs above are to no place confin'd, Wor 
But, ev'ry- where hear promiſes that bind. cu 
The heay'n, the air, earth, and the boundleſs ſea, Eva 
Make but one temple for the Deity, 
That was a witneſs to my former yow: 
None can Amintor juſtly claim, but you. 
Who gives himſelf away the ſecond time, 
Creates no title, but commits a crime. So | 
As p. I could have dy'd but once ; but, this believ'd, WM Th 
I may, alas! be more than once deceiv'd. Th 
Death was the port, which I almoſt did gain: My 
Shall I once more be toſt into the main? An 
By what new gods, Amintor, will you ſwear? Af 


AM. By the ſame gods, that have been ſo ſevere; Tt 
By the ſame gods, the juſtice of whoſe wrath 
Puniſh'd th' infraction of my former faith, 
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May ev'ry lady an Evadne prove, 
That ſhall divert me from Aſpaſia's love 
As. If ever you ſhould prove unconſtant now, 
[ hall remember where thoſe berries grow. 

AM. My love was always conſtant; but the King, 
Melantius' friendſhip, and, (that fatal thing!) 
Ambition, me on proud Evadne threw; 
lud made me cruel to myſelf, and you. 

"g's bot if you ſtill diſtruſt my faith, I vow 
Here in your preſence I'll devour the bough. 
As Pp. [Snatching the bough from him.] Raſh man, 
forbear | but for ſome unbelief, 
de; WY bly joy had been as fatal as my grief: 
The ſudden news of unexpected bliſs, 

„ Would yet have made a tragedy of this. 
Secure of my Amintor, (till I fear 
Evadne's mighty friend, the king. 

Au. He's here, 

Enter the K1NG, and his brother, to them. 
KinG. How ſhall I look upon that noble youth, 
| Turning to his Brother. 

$ full of patience, loyalty, and truth? 
The fair Aſpaſia I have injur'd too: 
The guilty author of their double woe! 
My paſſion's gone; and, reaſon in her throne, 
Amaz'd I ſee the miſchiefs I have done. 
After a tempeſt, when the winds are laid, 
The calm ſca wonders at the wrecks it made. 


7 Amintor, 
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AM. Men wrong'd by kings impute it to their fate 
And royal kindneſs never comes too late: 
So, when heav'n frowns, we think our anger vain; 
Joyful, and thankful, when it ſmiles again. 
Taking As ASA by the hand. 
This knot, you broke, be pleas'd again to bind, 
And we ſhall both forget you were unkind. 
KING. May you be happy! and, your ſorrows paſt 
Set - off thoſe jou, I wiſh may ever laſt! 
Giving the Leiter to AMINTOR, 
Read this 
AM. Evzdne fled! Aſpaſia, now 
You'll have no more occaſion for your bough. 
| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mets. Melantius, Sir! has let the people know 
How juſt you are, and how he's grac'd by you: 


The town's appeas'd. and all the air does ring Shou 
With repetitions of Long live the King Wel 

Luc. Sir! let us to the ſacred temple go, Shou 
That you are ſafe our joys, and thanks, to ſhow. by t 

KING. Of all we offer tothe pow'rs above, We 
The ſweeteſt incenſe is fraternal love. And 
Like the rich clouds that riſe from melted gums, T 


It ſpreads itſelf, and the whole iſle perfumes, * 
This ſacred union has preſerv'd the ſtate; nl 


And from all tempeſts ſhall ſecure our fate: T 
Like a well-twiſted cable, holding faſt = 


The anchor'd veſſel in the loudeſt blaſt, 


fate 


. 
＋ 
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ILO G Ui 
Spoken by the KI NG. 


HE fierce Melantius was content, you ſee, 
The King ſhould live; be not more fierce than he: 

Too long indulgent to ſo rude a time, 

When love was held ſo capital a crime, 

That a crown'd head could no compaſſion find; 

But dy d. — becauſe the killer had been kind! 

Nor is't leſs ſtrange, ſuch mighty wits as thoſe 

Should uſe a ſtile in tragedy, like proſe. 

Vell-ſounding verſe, where princes tread the ſtage, 
Should ſpeak their virtue, or deſcribe their rage, 

By the loud trumpet, which our courage aids, 

We learn that ſound, as well as ſenſe, perſuades, 

And verfes are the potent charms we uſe, 

Heroig thoughts, and virtue, to infuſe, 

When next we act this tragedy again, 

Unleſs you like the change, we ſhall be ſlain: 
The innocent Aſpaſia's life, or death, 
Amintor's too, depends upon your breath, 
Exceſs of love was heretofore the cauſe; 
Now if we die, tis want of your applauſe, 
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EPTEOGUE 


Deſign'd upon the firſt alteration of the Play, wh yo am 


the KI NG only was left alive. fons i 

| | yer ac 

| | he ch 

A* 14 bleeding on the ſtage does lye, he ha 
To ſhew you, ſtill 'tis the Maid's Tragedy, 

The fierce Melantius was content, you ſce, | E. 

The king ſhould live: be not more fierce than he: On tl 

Too long indulgent to ſo rude a time, But | 

When love was held ſo capital a crime, Befor 

That a crown'd head could no compaſſion find, The 

But dy'd—becauſe the killer had been kind! Obta 


This better-natur'd poet had repriev'd 
Gentle Amintor too, had he believ'd 


The fairer ſex his pardon could approve, C 
Who to ambition ſacrific'd his love. E 
Aſpaſia he has ſpar d. but, for her wound can 
(Neglected love !) there could no ſalve be found. Th 
When next we act this tragedy again, 0 
Unleſs you like the change, I muſt be lain. Ma) 
Exceſs of love was heretofore the cauſe; Hap 
Now if I die, tis want of your applauſe. And 


E. 


wh 
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ADVERTISEMEN T. 


R. Waller, in his firſt thoughts of altering this 

Play, pitch'd upon a deſign of making Evadne 
o among the Veſtals. But, conſidering that the per- 
fons in this Play are fappos'd to be heathens, who ne- 
rer admitted any but pure virgins among their veſtals, 
he chang'd his deſign. Nevertheleſs, before he did ſo, 
he had writ the following verſes. 


EvADNE. A veſtal vow'd, with pity I look down 
On the King's love, and fierce Melantius* frown, 
But here's the ſacred place, where we may have, 
Before we die, an honovrable grave. 
The dead, and they that live retired here, 
Obtain like pardon from the moſt ſevere. 
[Knocks at a door, 
Enter Governeſs. | 
Gov. The great Evadne viſiting our cell! 
Ev. Tis not to viſit you; but here to dwell, 
Can you find room for one ſo bad as I, 
That humbly begs ſhe may among you die? 
Go v. You, that ſo early can correct your thoughts, 
May hope for pardon for your greateſt faults. 
Happy is ſhe that from the world retires, 
And carries with her what the world admires! 
Thrice-happy ſhe! whoſe young thought fix'd above, 
While the is lovely, does to heav'n make love. 
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I need not urge your promiſe, e er you find 
An entrance here, to leave the world behind. 
Ev. My guilty love devotion ſhall ſucceed ; 
Love ſuch as mine was, tho' a dang'rous weed, 
Shews the rich ſoil, (on which it grew ſo high) 
May yield as fair a crop of piety. 
But, of all paſſions, I ambition find 
Hardeſt to baniſh from a glorious mind. 
| Yet, heav'n our object made, ambition may 
| (As well as love,) be turn'd a nobler way. 
| Still I aſcend: it is a ſtep above 
A Prince's favor, to belong to Jove. 
| [ They go in, and the door ſpul 
Enter MELANTIUs with a Letter, 
Among the veſtals ! ſhe'll corrupt them all; 
And teach them from their ſacred yow to fall. 


THE 


Firſt ACT of the TRAGEDY 
0 F 


Tranſlated from the FRENCH of 


LI 


MONSIEUR CORNEILLE, 


O MP E V. 
ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter PTOLEMY, PHOTINUS, ACKILLAS, 
SEPTIMIUS, 


PTOLEMY. 
HE fates diſcloſe their book, and now we read, 
What of the + father, and the + ſon's, decreed, 
Th' amazed gods a while ſeem'd all divided; 
What they demurr'd, Pharſalia has decided! 
Whoſe rivers dy'd with blood, and rapid made, 
Swell with the fury of the Roman blade: 
Arms, eagles, bodies, all confus'dly ſpread, 
Cover her fields, infected with the dead! 
Heaps of the ſlain, deny'd a funeral, 
Juſt nature to their own revenge does call; 
From putrid corps exhaling poiſonous airs, 
Enough to plague the guilty conquerors. 
This is the title of great Cacſar's cauſe! 
At this dire evidence, by Mars his laws, 
Caeſar's abſolv'd, and Pompey guilty cry'd! 
This pity'd leader of the juſter ſide, 
By weary fortune of ſucceſs bereft, 
Is made a great example, and has left 


Julius Caeſar, + Pompey. 
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The world a pattern of her rowling wheel; 
Whoſe diſmal turn whole nations with him feel 
He! whoſe proſperity was wont to vye 
With his own wiſh, from "Theſſaly does fly: 
The vanquiſh'd Pompey to our ports, our walls, 
Our court. approachivg, for a refuge calls 
From his own tather-in-law: his proud defeat 
Secks where againit the Titans a retreat 

The gods once found where, in deſpight of all, 
They that ſav'd heav'n (he thinks) may ſtop his fall 
And ſharing the deſpaic on which he's hurl'd, 
May yive a prop unto the tott'ring world. 
For, the world's fate on Pompey's fate depends ; 
And to our Egypt in diſtreſs he ſends, 

For aid or ruin; a recruit, or grave; 

We muſt fink with him, or his fortunes ſave. 
| This tempeſt, friends! your grave advice muſt calm; 
He brings dread thunder, or the welcome palm : 
He crown'd + the father, threatens now the ſon ; 
Memphis he gave, and hazards what h' has done. 
His ruin I muſt ſhare, or elſe comply 
With Caeſar's wiſh, and make my ſuppliant die: 
The firſt, unſafe; the other baſe, and low; 
I fear injuſtice, or an overthrow. 

Do what I can, to whatſoe'er I fly, 

'Tis full of danger, or of infamy. 

The choice is mine, and you are to conſult 
What to incline me to, by your reſult : 


+ Ptolemy Auletes. 
I 


fall 
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Pompey's the theme; and we muſt have the praiſe 

To trouble Caeſar, or complete his bays, 

You (it on both their fortunes; upon more 

Than any council ever ſat before! [ decide, 
PHOTIN, fir! when the ſword great cauſes does 

Juſtice, and right, good ſtates-men lay aſide; 

And who will wiſely act in ſuch a ſeaſon, 

Muſt balance ſtrength, and not examine reaſon. 

Weigh your own forces then, and Pompey's might; 

His hopes are daſh'd, his fruitleſs valor light: 

'[is not from Caeſar only that he flies, 

But from the dread reproach, and wrathful eyes, 

of Rome's great ſenate; whoſe beſt half invites 

To a rich banquet the Pharſalian kites, 

He flies the city, and the ſons, of Rome;. 

Which his defeat to ſlavery does doom : 

He flies the rage of nations, and of crowns, 

That would revenge on him their ranſack'd towns ; 

Their weaken'd ſtates, of men, and money, drain'd; - 

Their reputation by his loſes ſtain'd; 

The cauſe of all their woes: hated by all 

He flies; the whole world ſhatter'd with bis fall ! 

Wilt you againſt ſuch oppoſition ſtand, 

And bear his cauſe vp, with a ſingle hand ? 

The hope he had was in himſelf alone; 

What might be done, he did: he over-thrown, 

You muſt give way: will you ſuſtain a weight 

Which Rome bends under, ſhrinking from her height? 

Maintain a quarrel that has thunder-ſtrook 

The reeling world, and the great Pompey broke? 
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They that the faults of fortune won!d amend, 
And be too juſt, againſt them elves fend; 


Whilſt, indiſcreetly kind with vain effort, 

They periſh with thoſe friends they would fupport: 
Their faith has a brave luſtre but they fall; 
And honor leſſens not the bruiſe at all. 

Side with the gods; declare yourſelf for fate; 

Draw not on us their thunder, and their hate, 

Aſk not, how juſtly, wherefore, they chaſtiſe ; 

But, worſhip him whom they would have to riſe: 

Approve of their deerees, applaud their will ; 

And, whom they frown on, in obedience kill. 

By divine vengeance on all ſides purſu'd, 

Pompey involves your Egypt in the fewd: 

His head (that be has ſhifted fo, to fave!) 

Falling, your royal company would have: 

His preſent coming I unfriendly deem; 

Th' effect of hatred, rather than eſteem : 

Tis to deſtroy you, hither now to fly; 

And can you doubt it he deſerve to die? 

He ſhould have come with bays vpon his brows; 

And with ſucceſs bave ſeconded our yows : 


With feaſts, and triumphs, then we had receiv'd him; 


'Tis his own fate, not we that have deceiv'd him. 
Not him, but his ill fortune we neglect ; 

For, to his perſon we would pay reſpect: 

Caeſar ſubdu'd, by the ſame ſword had dy'd, 
With which, leſs willingly! we pierce his ſide, 
Under his ruin you muſt ſhelter take; 

And, in this ſtorm, his death your harbour make : 


SEVERAL 'OCCAVBSIONS.” 


Which, though the world ſhould reckon as a crime, 


s but a juſt compliance with the time. 

The ſtrict regard of juſtice does annoy 

The pow'r of crowns, and policy deftroy : 

'Tis the prerogative of kings to ſpare 

Nothing, when they their own deſtruction fear. 
He wants no danger, whom the care of right 
Keeps from injuſtice when tis requiſite. 

Who to his royal pow'r no bound would have, 
To his own conſcience muſt not be a ſlave. _— 
And thus you have my counfel, mighty fir ! 
Who kills the conquer'd, gains the conqueror. 


ACH1L. Photinus, fir! ſpeaks well: but, tho” the 
Lay 


Pompey has loſt, his perſon yet I weigh : 

I reverence that blood the gods did ſpare, 

When his whole army ſuch a fate did ſhare ! 

Nor ſee [ reaſon why it ſhould be ſpilt. 

Ualeſs it prove a neceſſary guilt, - 

What needs ſuch rigor? Your eſtate is ſure; 

Who takes no part, can make no forfeiture: 

You may ſtand neuter, as you did before; 

Though Caeſar's riſing fortune you adore, 

And treat him like a god, by my advice, 

You ſhall not make him ſuch a ſacrifice: 

For Mars it were too precious! and will give 

Your name a blot you never ſhall out. live: 

It is enough that Pompey hither came, 

And found no ſuccour, to keep you from blame. 

The ſenate, by his inclination led, 

Set Egypt's crown upon your-father's head: 
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And yet, I ſay not kings ſhould grateful be, 

Beyond the bounds, and rule, of policy: 

They of their people ought more care to ſhow, 

Than gratitude for all that they can owe. 

A crown beſtow'd can lay no obligatien 

On him, that takes it to deſtroy his nation. 

Beſides, if ev'ry circumſtance be weigh'd, 

What ventur'd Pompey in your father's aid? 

He ſought thereby to make his credit known; 

And glory got by rend'ring him bis own: 

He to the ſevate an oration made; 

But Caeſar's thouſand talents:did perſuade: 

Had not that treaſure made your father's way, 

In vain had been whatever be could ſay. 

He, for you then; for him, to Caeſar you 

May plead : —'tis all with ſafety you can do; 

And all you owe him: to receive him here, 

Were to admit a gueſt that you muſt fear. 

A conquer d conſul is ſo great a thing, 

That he will bear himſelf above a king. 

Forbid him landing then, and ſpare his head: 

But. if your majeſty. will have bim dead, 

Command this ſword to execute your will; 

Great Pompey's blood PII be the firſt ſhall ſpill, 
SEPTiM. Dread fir! I am a Roman; and do know 

Both theſe commanders, and their intereſt too. 

To ſuccour Pompey were a dangerous part; 

To cbaſe him hence, would gain but half the heart 

Of mighty Caeſar ; and make him your foe; 

Who yet, perhaps, may to ſuch greatneſs grow, 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 


(Raiſing new forces both at land and ſea) 

That he at length with Caeſar may agree: 

And both revenge themſelves on ſuch a friend, 

Whoſe cold neutrality did both offend. 

In rend'ring him J no leſs danger find; 

Caeſar to pardon him mult ſeem inclin'd; 

And, with falſe glory, make glad Rome believe 

Tis for her ſake he lets his rival live: 

Whilſt, in the ſecret of his thoughts, he knows 

That his forc'd clemency to you he owes. 

Free Caeſar then from danger, and from guilt, 

And let his fortune on your ſhame be built : 

bompey deſtroy'd, of Caefar we are ſure; 

And from the vengeance of the dead ſecure. 

This my advice is; what Achillas ſaid, 

Would give you cauſe to live of both afraid. 
PTOL, Then, to neceſſity let juſtice vail, 

And the plurality of votes prevail! 

My inclination too favors that doom, 

Which may abate this arrogance of Rome: 

Let her, that does the proſtrate world beſtride, 

Loſe at one ſtroke both liberty, and pride: 

Let Pompey dye, in whom her hopes do live; 

To the world's tyrants let's a tyrant give: 

Let us contribute to the fate's decree, 

To make them ſuobjects, and his monarchs free. 

At leaſt our maſters by this brave reſolve | 

In the ſame ſervitude we ſhall involve. 

Go then, Achillas, with Septimius go, 

And make us famous by this noble blow: 
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Had heav'n to Pompey been propitious, Tor 
It had not ſent him to indanger us. 
Ac nl. Sir! what a king commands is always ju 
Pro. Haſte then, begone, and anſwer this great truf 
Which well perform'd, our throne ſecure you make; 
Remember! Rome, and Egypt, are at ſtake. [Exeun 


SCENE II. 
PTOLEMY, PHOTINUS., pc 
| PTOLEMY. 
HoriNus! this our þ fiſter will deceive, To v 
That hopes a crown from Pompey to receive: C 
She knows he has our father's will in guard, Enov 


And ſees her way to royalty prepar'd P 
By his arrival: ſhe already plays A 
The queen, and her ambitious hopes betrays ; i@ 
Thinking by Pompey's friendſhip, and his might, C 
To ratify that will, and ſhare my right: 

She looks as if ſhe were already grown Tot 


My miſtreſs, or my partner in the throne. ” 
PHoTIN, Sir! 'tis a motive which I did not urge 

That Pompey's death will her ill humours purge: C 
Your cauſe decided by that ancient hoſt P. 
Of our late king, would half the kingdom coſt. Of ot 
His will performed will divide your ſtate; Thot 
Yet wiſh I not you ſhould your ſiſter hate; Thit! 
By nature's law ſhe ought to have her part, Cc 
Not in the royal throne, but in your heart. ls 2 

; 


4 Cleopatra, 


rge 
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To reign in conſort little honor brings ; 

And you would ſeem commiſſioners. not kings, 
This way how oft have ſtates diſtracted been? 

but ſee ! your ſiſter - the pretended queen. 


COON E Mb 
PTOLEMY, CLEOPATRA, PHOTINUS, 


CLEOPATRA. 
OMPEY's arriv'd, Sir! ſhall he come alone? 
PTOL. Achilles, and Septimius, both are gong 
To wait upon him hither. 
CLEoPp. Are they two 
Enough for him? 
PToL. Why, lifter! you may go. 

Cor. Were it too much, had you in perſon gone? 
Pro. Yes!—I muſt keep the honor of the throne. 
CLzo0p. Remember, Sir! who plac'd you there; 

and bow - 

To that great man, to whom you ſo much owe. 
PToL. Yes! your great man's deſerted, and o'er- 

thrown. 
CLEop. $::lk ho is Porupey, nk gave youthneoanih 
PToOL. Tis Pompey's ghoſt which bas oblip'd the 

Of our dead father: let him go, and boaſt {ghoſt 

Thoſe merits paſt upon his monument. 

Thither perhaps e er · long he may be ſent. 

CLErop. Pompey a ghoſt! and ſent unto the —_ 


Is this the welcome he deſerves to have ? 


Pro. Tis what the gods inſpired us to do; 


And what the kingdom's good compell'd us to. 


262 POEMS UP ON 
CLNO . Photin, and ſuch mean counſellors, I fe; 
Have with baſe counſel poiſoned your ear. 
PHOTIN. The counſel, Madam! we muſt all avou 
CLEoP, Peace! 'tilf I ſtoop to mingle words with you 
Pro r. She is my ſiſter; let her humor ſway : 
For your known innocence there needs no plea, 
CL £0P. Sir! let that horrid ſentence be recall'd, 
If not too late; nor longer be inthrall'd 
To theſe low ſlaves: but ſuch advice embrace 
As heav'n ſuggeſts to thofe of our high race. 
PTOL. Swell'd with the hopes of Pompey's friend 
ſhip, you 
Speak like a queen, and think to make us bow: 
With a falſe ſhew of virtue you can hide 
| Your int'reſt too, and your ambitious pride. 
With Pompey's death you could be well content, 
Did he not keep our father's teſtament. 
Cr EKO. No Sir ! 'tis honor, and not intereſt, 
Which for great Pompey makes me thus conteſt: 
Take here a ſecret, which will let you know. 
My hopes are built upon his mortal foe. 
When the rude people of this + barbarous town 
Made the late king deſert his royal throne; 
Hig native ſoil he left, in hope to find | 
Rome's ſenate to their old confed'rate kind. 
To move their pity we both went along ; 
You, but a tender child ; myſelf, though young, 
Yet of an age to make that beauty known 
Which heav'n had lent me, and ſome hearts my oun. 


+ Alexandria. 


te 


| -Betwixt us two, by his laſt will, the land 


_ SEVERAL OCCASIONS. % WM 
Above the reſt Caeſar his paſſion ſhews, 
Declares his love; but yet, with caution wooes: 
Fearing the ſenate, he puts Pompey on: 
Our bus'neſs was by their new friendſhip done. 
Pompey's authority for his ſake we had; 
But you this way with royal robes are clad. 
But Caeſar, thus to gain us mighty Rome, 
Thought not enough; his love purſues us home: 
His purſe, as well as heart, he open d wide; 
And with his treaſure our low ſtate ſupply'd : 
His thouſand talents (which are yet unpaid,) 
Over the rebels us victorious made. 
This knew our dying father; and beſtow'd 
Half that on me, to whom the whole he ow'd: 
He knew the kingdom was my beauty's prize, 
And that he ow'd his ſceptre to theſe eyes: 


Reftor'd by Caeſar does divided ſtand. 
And thus, you ſee, it is no partial end, 
But ſenſe of honor, makes me Pompey's friend. 
PTOL. This ſtory is contrived with addreſs. 
CL OP. Of Caeſar's coming here is an-expreſs: 
The cauſe I have to bear me like a queen, 
Shall by yourſelf, (this day perhaps) be ſeen. 
For ſome years paſt, here treated like a ſlave, 
My right with-held, which our juſt father gave, 
To flatter ſlaves I have employ'd my breath, þ 
Leſt your bad miniſters ſhould plot my death: 
From Photin, and Achillas' tyranny, 


| Pompey, or Caeſar now will ſet me free: 


— "= POEM'S Ke. 

One of thoſe two our diff rence ſhall decide; 

And then you'll Know the reaſon of my pride. 
[Exit Cleopa 


SEEANE I 
PTOLEMY, PHOTINUS. 


| PTOLEMY- 
W HAT think you, Photin' of this haug 
dame? 
PHOTIN. This ſecret never to my knowledge car 
Confus d, uncertain in my thoughts, I find 
No mean, whereby this ſtorm may be declin'd. 
Pro. Shall Pompey live then? 
PHOTIN. No! the rather dye: 
This way you muſt with your fair ſiſter vye 
For Caeſar's grace; whoſe gratitude may prove, 
For ſuch a ſervice, equal to his love. | | 
PTOL. What if her charms with Caeſar ſho 
prevail? 
PHoTIN. She muſt be flatter'd :>—if you th 
I fail, 
With wiſe Septimius. and Achillas, you 
May take advice what you are next to do. 
Pro. From the high tow'r we'll look on Pc 
pey's fate; 
And this affair at their return debate. {Exet 


